Labyrinth of the Lost City 

An Auto-Biographical account by Michael H- Warden 



This text was conceived to be a companion through the chronology of music projects 
Melted Cassettes, R.A.B.I.E.S., Ghouliez, and Galaxy Cruzer and some of my other musical 
endeavors. The following text also describes a chain of events leading to rites of passage and 
initiation. Western culture tends to overlook such a key element for sentient human development. 
As living beings, we go through constant changes, beautiful unfoldings, painful metamorphoses, 
but we don't value framework for reflecting and dealing with these things. Our ancestors knew of 
this value, as do many thriving Native tribes around the world. They have no doubt that we are 
all intricately connected-interwoven into a complex living system, far beyond our current 
capacity to describe, though we try. I would like to think at the heart of it all, its just a child at 
play, plastic vessels with the breath of life through the power of raw imagination. 



As a child, it was imagination that protected and blinded me from the harsher 
realities of growing up in Phoenix, Arizona. I could steal away to hidden landscapes in my mind 
whilst braving the sizzling Sonoran Summer Sun. The rays beam down over clusters of 
residential zoning engulfed in a sea of a thousand strip-malls and vacant lots -soon to be 
strip-malls. Such is the essence in the city of Phoenix or rather the 'Valley of the Sun'. This is 
where I was born, grew up, and have spent almost the last 29 years of my life. Not a great place 
to live but, I've heard a geriatric iguana tell me "It's a Hell of a place to die kid! ".Everything is 
spread far enough apart so that the aging lizards can have a warm place to live it out their days. 
They pay good money to ensure that. The lizard people met for a council meeting and ended with 
the rhythmic belching chant "Let them have strip-malls, churches, car lots, furniture stores, 
booze and nothing more." Their demands have been met rather well. Isolation is their weapon- 
their solace, it cancels community. They fear the community. And without community, the 
village, the group-minds fringing minds walk un-tethered, and young feathers fly blindly. The 
seed of the artist is planted firmly in the soil where he or she was carried into. It requires 
nutrients of the surrounding environment to grow, to develop. One might observe greater 
numbers of plants growing in ideal environments, a community of flowers in the forest floor, 
with just the right amount of sun and shade and plenty of rain. One might also observe that same 
type of flower growing from a crack in the concrete. How did it get there? Holy shit, it's still 
alive. The sun beats down directly upon the petals. No shade, no trees, and little rain. Yet it lives, 
life, growth persists, even when isolated. Perhaps if the wind had carried the seed to a better 
location, fraught with his kin he would've been better off, though he might not have a story 
carved in from the tips of tired roots to the green sun-soaked leaves. The branches like veins 
silhouetted against the sunlit sky. 




Ancient Hohokam Solar observatory on North Mountain in Phoenix 



Suddenly, the image pixilated to a baser form, with a purple tint, accompanied by a 
buzzing coursing through my entire body. Everything was fading away. I was about eight-years 
old, having a seizure at Encanto Park. Encanto is Spanish for 'Enchanted'. The pixels got bigger 
aligning themselves into some kind of grid. The grid then inherited a three-dimensional quality, 
thusly forming a complex tunnel system being traveled through at a high rate of speed. The 
presence of the space combined with the feeling of travel engulfed everything, until the whole 
thing faded to my flickering eyelids. I awoke to see my fellow cub scouts hovering around me, 



Apparently, I fell on the sidewalk, head first, then began to shake violently on the ground. My 
parents were frantic, but were pacified by doctors insisting it was merely a mild heat stroke. I 
could care less about diagnosis, though I was fascinated with what I saw. I discovered shortly 
thereafter, if I closed my eyes, for but a few minutes, I would find myself traveling through those 
tunnels again. Sometimes I would recognize going into them just a glimmer before being carried 
off into the arms of sleep. It was around this time, while playing on the swing-set with my fellow 
class-mates, that a conversation arose about such phenomena. I believed it was 3 out of five of us 
who agreed upon having traversed the tunnel system on more than one occasion. 

Childhood seems to be overflowing with strange phenomena, maybe a lot of Hollywood 
storyboard writers are inspired by their own. One other such phenomena, occurring around the 
same time was initiated when looking into a mirror, any mirror. Within seconds of being in a 
locked-gaze of my own reflection, the uneasiness would commence. Suddenly a conflict of self 
would emerge, questions like falling rocks, tumbling off the cliff-side of my soul: "Who is this 
child staring back at me?", "Where am I?" "What happened?", The feeling would boil over 
quickly, "Who am I?", followed by the fading, purple pixilation of everything. Purple to black. 
Some mental cavalry would ride in about now, belting out affirmations to a young man, "You're 
Mike Warden, your nine-years old, you love the Ninja Turtles, good at drawing, and you wanna 
be an astronaut, you collect comic books, you build model rockets, etc. The database would be 
restored, the event would cease, and I would return. I never spoke of this to my parents. 

I had good parents, in spite of their vices, and undeniable incompatibility with one 
another, they did their best. One of the 'make your baby smarter' tips passing at the time 
suggested the father hold headphones playing classical music to the mother's womb. Mom and 
Dad decided to carry this out, Though Dad swapped out Beethoven for Brian Eno and Faust. Dad 
worked in special education, mainly in local high-schools, and tutoring. He was tan-skinned, 
adorned in 'business-casual khaki', glasses and a 'stache. He was an unknown pioneer of the 
early days of the web, a wild-wranglin' beta tester of the early nineties. "Hey Mike, check this 
out!", Dad sounded off from the next room over. I dropped my action figures, and ran into 
dad's 'computer office'. Shown on a VGA monitor was a map of the United States, with colored 
regions on it indicating current weather patterns. "Mike, we're online!" Dad exclaimed. Thanks 
to the screeching utterances of a 14k fax modem, we were connected to people all over the 
world, the possibility seemed amazing. We both called Mom in to the room to show her, and she 
too was obviously fascinated. My mom was a medical aid/student/full-time mother. She enjoyed 
craft-making, antique collecting, watching Magum P.I. and babysitting for extra cash in her spare 
time. 

Things were good, I did well academically, wore glasses, fuckin hated P.E. carried a 
Ventolin inhaler, and got my ass kicked a lot. I was enrolled in many advanced courses. My 
favorite authors were Michael Chriton, Arthur C. Clarke, and Carl Sagan. I loved Star Trek and it 
showed. I had a cat my Mom and I rescued from the engine of an old station wagon. We 
eventually coaxed her out with a piece of cheese. I named the tiny grey and black tabby, 'Data'. 
She was rather skittish, though she eventually proved to be consistently loyal to me. 




'Seedling ' by M. Warden (acrylic on llxl 7 canvas panel) 



All children deal with inevitable tooth pain, which results in a trip to the dentist. Heed my 
warning ye parents: trips to the dentist are really fucking scary! I can't recall a visit to Doctor 
Face-invader that that wasn't highly unpleasant. One particular visit proved to be more than 
such. I was about eight years old, fixed on the wallpaper in Mr. Dentist's Lab. It consisted of a 
repeated composite of a tree-filled landscape. How I wanted to escape there. Dr. Giggles entered 
the room trying to smooth things over with the whole 'I'm hip to your fear little dude! ' routine. 
His attempt failed miserably. Next he administered the anesthetic. I thought that it would knock 
me out, but it did not. Though I could not feel any pain as he probed and grinded my young 
molars. However Giggles, surprised me with his finisher, as he pulled out the huge tooth, I could 
feel the pressure, which itself was excruciating. For the next part he knocked me out with gas. I 
came to with the metallic taste of blood on my tongue, neighboring some gauze doing a poor job 
of stopping the blood flow from Giggles' pain fest. "All done", announcing proudly after 
conducting his mouth massacre. My mother and I left, with extra gauze in hand, proceeding to 
drive home. The bleeding seemed endless. 'What the hell did Giggles' do?' Then came the 



buzzing- my hands, my face, my whole body! Within seconds the interior of the '85 Mazda 
became the oh so familiar purple-pixel-net. The next thing I remember, I woke up on the asphalt 
in one of a thousand strip-mall parking lots. This time, my mouth, filled with blood. I vomited 
nothing but blood. The EMTs rushed over with an oxygen mask and a stretcher. "You've lost a 
lot of blood, son" one of them remarked. They took me to the hospital and I recovered within 
hours. How Giggles' was absolved, I do not know. I did my best to avoid mirrors, heat stroke, 
and extreme dentistry, as much as possible of course. 

Around the age often, I developed a fond love for comic books. Mutants in 
factions facing adversity, heroes traveling to other worlds, I relished in all of it, as did my 
good friend at the time, Dan. Dan had recently moved to Phoenix with his family from 
Salt Lake City. Dan and his family was Mormon. My Dad was more or less an Atheist 
around that time. However, that did little to stand between Dan and I being friends, 
trading cards, riding bikes, comic books, just being kids. We made wheeled contraptions 
causing inevitable harm to young men with underwear on their heads. We spent our 
childhood summers biking all over North Phoenix, comic shop to convenience store, to 
pizza place, and so on. Eventually Dan and I started running with different crowds, flying 
with different flocks. 

Childhood's end was met at age fourteen with a thick layer of tin- foil over my 
bedroom window, sure to prevent any sun from finding its way in my layer of brooding 
teenagedom. It was the perfect Petri dish for a hungry shadow. The walls were 
well-covered with magazine pull-out posters of Marilyn Manson, Nine Inch Nails and 
Bauhaus. The only means of light came from several red or black dust-covered candles. 
This was my refuge from constant quarrelling parental units on the other side of the hall, 
echoing the same themed arguments of the disconnect they shared. It was my sanctuary 
from violent inquisition of my junior high peers. I was a stew of darkness, seasoned by 
angst and social disintegration, this room- my cauldron. My parents were finally splitting 
up, as they should've long ago. They were two people engaged in a painful 
dual- symbiosis of co-dependency headed for a calamity. In spite of numerous differences 
of traits and interest, they remained together to raise their child, and also out of 
convenience. They loved their son very much and displayed great affection, but I can 
count the number of times witnessing their showing affection toward one another on one 
hand. Married, but they were not a couple. The divorce came from declarations ensuring 
as much difficulty as possible for the opposing party. Irony would place their son in the 
crossfire. Dad moved in with a roommate and started dating a woman he met. Initially, I 
remained living with Mom, as she kept the house. 




Bunny Head' by M. Warden (digital media) 




'Hyper-linguistic Breeding' by M. Warden (oil pastel on acrylic pad) 



My walkman cassette player was an effective tool. Indeed, yours truly may have 
perished without it. The music channeled and fed the bulk of emotions in this 
fourteen- year-olds mind. I also enjoyed making handmade comics. One in particular I 
created in the seventh grade was called l Blamo: the Clown' which was about a killer 
clown. Black-clad in boots and trench coat, I perused the only social center-point within 
grasp of a desert dweller: the strip-malls. Naturally, the nearest block from my house had 
strip-malls encompassing each corner. Links of chain-stores, shitty supermarkets; plenty 
of shopping all around. It wasn't too long after I discovered the power of Lady Cannabis. 
She helped me tear the tin-foil from my bedroom window. She hinted that things may be 



weirder and more subtly beautiful than they seem that potential exists everywhere. It 
seemed that many of my peers were discovering her as well, mending old fences between 
a lot of us. Though young and impressionable, some clinging to memes and trends fitting 
Neo-gangster archetypes, and others of us all like a small blackened swarm, and certainly 
to the dismay of the faculty, we began to coalesce on the fields during our lunch hour. It 
was quite organic really; we were united by the fact that we were all mostly in and 
around the poverty line since birth. We also united in our teenage angst, fueled by our 
developing minds actualizing into a less-than perfect world. And of course among the 
ingredients of the social glue was Lady Cannabis herself. We were beginning to break out 
of our boxes, if but just a little. We were the picture perfect residue in a suburban 
wasteland. We were the nectar of the alt-film flood of the 90's- those kids loitering 
around where you shop, dressed in less than appealing attire, smoking cigarettes and 
skidding curbs on skateboards. 

Riding the academic honor roll came to a head for me. The school administration 
and I were experiencing a mutual lack of patience for one another. My grades were going 
down the tubes, but I didn't care. Something inside of me was unfolding, coupled with a 
disdain for many aspects of modern Western culture. This thing hid away in my 
headphones, whispering musings into my ear for future listening. The magnets and rust, 
synergized on the tape into sweet music. Skinny Puppy's alien melodies whisked me 
away to far off realms of the imagination; beautiful crystalline landscapes of exotic 
delight. Music that could be seen as dark and projecting negativity has a prolific measure 
of initiating the polar opposite of such: love, passion, balance, cohesion. Blessed are the 
obscure beasts amidst the trees. There was a particular concept-album-theme from a 
Marilyn Manson album that struck a chord in my young mind. It had to do with the 
metamorphosis of a less-than appealing worm- like creature, creating a cocoon and 
emerging as a winged adult, thus culminating the maturation process (or so I interpreted 
as such). I felt like a worm, a great deal in fact, waiting to build my cocoon, and 
hopefully emerge, augmented by natural progression. 

Recreational activities for a fifteen year old in the Greater Phoenix area are 
restricted quite a bit, as stated previously. So if I wasn't loitering around the back of a 
supermarket engaged in make-out sessions with a high-school girlfriend and underage 
smoking, I would probably find myself over at Bruiser's. He and I seemed to share that 
same shadowy nature having been romanced by Lady Cannabis. I would regularly ride 
my bike over to his house. I would knock three times on the West wall, and wait for my 
blonde dreadlocked friend to answer the door. Bruiser was a senior, I a freshmen, so it 
was good having him on my side for the uglier aspects of high school encounters. 




' Wave Function Collapse ' by M. Warden (oil pastel on aciylic pad) 



He would cautiously let me in, leading me down the hall to a smoke-filled room. His 
room was a poster-child for stoner-basements and hangouts. The walls, much like mine, were 
pasted thoroughly with concert posters of Nine Inch Nails, Skinny Puppy, Bob Marley, and Pink 
Floyd. Two couches and a couple chairs circled the room around an old wooden coffee table. It 
was fair to say that all seats were occupied most of the time. Ministry or The Doors blaring from 
the speakers, accompanied by the frequent coughing brought on by ostentatious smoking 
contraptions. We would discuss the matters of the day, conspiracy, and the obtaining of more 
smoke. We would play Mario Kart 64 for hours on end. Among the characters in this locale you 
might find the likes of Pat. A tall, lanky fellow, with coke-bottle glasses, hailing from 



Guatemala, Pat had an affinity and odd talent for drawing grotesquely detailed pencil- sketches of 
torture devices. He always claimed to be chased by black helicopters, and had a hearty laugh of 
an almost innocent quality. We were the bad kids, the stoners, the freaks, the ones that were to 
be avoided. Just say no. Back then in 1996, we still quite the minority, especially in the Valley. 
Sitting next to Pat was The Loaf. This bleach-blonde-haired gent, average build, was one of our 
resident hustlers, wheeler/dealer. If you had money, The Loaf could obtain what you were 
looking for. Whether an experimental-psychotropic or a spray-painted BMX, he would find it, 
provided you had the monetary fortitude. The Loaf was an integral organ in the body of the city, 
a social litmus test; a symbol. Next to Loaf was Roger, matching his bleach-blonde counterpart, 
he was a young man born into the role of a perpetual diplomat. Roger could negotiate his DNA 
into the next phase of development if so required; a perfect complement to the Loafs bargaining 
regime. Those two were seen all over high-school negotiating peace-treaties and forbidden deals. 
Next to Roger was Krispy. Krispy was a less-than effeminate female, her social archetype was 
engineered from the blueprints of Dazed & Confused, and traditional 'hippy' culture stereotypes, 
and did her best to uphold such archetypal dynamics. She would serve as multiple ingredients to 
quickly-adhering social glue. 

Adjacent to Krispy was Dugan. An Irish lad, taller and bulkier than age would 
suggest and completely ginger. Dugan's eyes moved peripherally like that of a re-headed 
amphibian. Perhaps it was his unique ocular function which granted his savant-like skill 
of upholstery modification and repair. Dugan would smoke more low-quality cannabis, 
than anyone I knew then he would proceed to sew a worthless dumpster couch back to a 
sellable quality. One day, Dugan arranged to have one of his repaired Frankenstein 
love-seats delivered to a customer about a suburban mile away. But alas, we were short a 
vehicle or a license. Dugan, the undeterred-red-headed frog he was, sang aloud to a boom 
box blaring the Misfits in the backyard, while he outfitted his creation with temporary 
wheels. He harnessed a bike to the couch and hit the petals like a hamster on a wheel. I 
lay upon the couch like a modern pharaoh waving to the serfs spilling out of their 
suburban cardboard-boxes while Dugan rode like a noble running wagon-horse. Like 
Mom, Dugan was another victim of the American medical/pharmaceutical roulette game. 
His mother insisted he up his dosage of Lithium. When he refused, he personified her as 
Satan, capturing all traits counter to his given perception. This would distress Dugan 
greatly. I mean, imagine your mother's eyes reddening while she emits a terrorizing 
growl, encouraging unholy spikes to grow from her cranium. This would occur regularly 
until one day; Dugan met his maternal Devil under the strict guidance of Mescalito. 




'Dystopian Trickster ' by M. Warden (digital media circa 2003) 




'Serpentina ' by M. Warden (oil pastel on 8x10 canvas panel) 



The Loaf lived next door to a progressive church of some sort. The front lawn of 
the church was configures by a local desert landscaping company. The front yard was 
equipped with a plethora of Sonoran-native plant-life, especially native cacti. One 
particular species of cacti, found among the cornucopia of organic terrain was the San 
Pedro. A tall, average looking cactus, there was little to set this thing apart from other 
similar looking-species, much like its locally-grown human symbiotic-bipedal-brethren. 
One faithful night, Dugan, Roger and the Loaf dug up the very root of the mighty San 
Pedro. Loaf and Roger assumed the role of overseers, while they instructed Dugan to 
gobble the slimy innards. Dugan loyally, sank the cactus down his Irish gullet with a few 
gulps of shitty Phoenix tap water. Insistent that any or all reactions were caused by the 
blotter Dugan had ingested earlier, The Loaf sent Dugan on his way home. Though Loaf 
should've starved his disappointment, as it wasn't until Dugan arrived at home where the 



mighty cactus began to take hold. Dugan's mother greeted him with her usual hostile 
interrogations of her son. Her errant squawking took its toll on Dugan's eardrums, as 
usual, but this time it was just too much. Dugan tore his clothes from his body like they 
were suffocating his skin, then like a graceful red swan he flew head first through the 
kitchen window. He ran as fast and as far as he could until he was met by a dozen or so 
copies of himself in the park. The fucking dreaded doppelgangers surrounded him on the 
grass and beat him to a pulp. Just before they dragged him into the back of the car, he 
watched them shape-shift back into their true forms- cops! 

The next day when Dugan was describing the whole fiasco to all of us at school, 
we were sure he was a victim of whatever acid he ingested. LSD was still a foreign trader 
in our desert outpost. And it was tales from the likes of Dugan, which steered me away 
from it. But it wouldn't be too long before she'd fly, crawl, and teleport her way to my 
domain of being. My sixteenth birthday party began with a typical day at school, a few 
tokes on the grassy hill before the 1 st bell rang. Of course, my naively excited nature, 
insisted that everyone I encountered throughout the day would be informed of the party to 
be held in my Dad and step-mom's backyard. 

Shortly after lunch break ended, Roger delivered a present to me on behalf of 
Loaf. The blonde-haired diplomat held out his hand to slap fives. Contained within that 
five, was a small cellophane with 2 transparent-red chips, gel-cap- LSD imbedded within. 
"Happy Birthday", he remarked. I threw caution to the wind, and tossed them in my 
mouth. It was a half day, so classes were short, about a half- hour. After Math class, I 
asked Roger for more, as I wasn't noticing anything. He provided me with 2 more, which 
I ingested immediately. I don't know why it took so long for it all to hit me, but it did. 
Perhaps it was a weak batch, or some kind of weird physiological reaction. Maybe it was 
a good thing, because in the last ten minutes of classes, strange thoughts began coursing 
through my mind. The walls were breathing- everything pulsing! My jaw clenched shut; I 
began sweating profusely. I could feel a cold yet almost 'electric' feeling at the base of 
my forehead. My classmates appeared like moving statues dressed like clowns. And like 
the almost insectoid teacher at the front of the room, they too must've known my 
predicament. It was an extremely long and short ten minutes before the bell rang. I was 
free! I ran or 'speed- walked' as far and fast as possible. Many of my friends were still on 
the fence with or against acid or anything other than weed and alcohol, so naturally I tried 
to remain incognito due to some of the attached stigma. 






'What 's the Pass-code ? ' by M. Warden (digital media circa 2002) 



Near the edge of the parking lot, I was greeted with a cloud of friends' faces, 
acknowledging the party I was having at my house. Apparently word spread more heavily 
than I thought. There were too many inquiries and thought patterns at once. They were 
freaking me out and I had to get out of there. I shuffled out with excuses, and ran like a 
panicked coyote across the street and into the park. I had made no plans after school, but 
I somehow felt compelled to run into the park, and toward a blue car near the basketball 
courts, in the distance. Leaning on either sides of the car were my friends, the Kirby 
brothers, Lane, and Roger- all of whom had too ingested a healthy amount of red 
gel-caps. I didn't know why but I felt comfortable around them more so than anyone not 
on acid. 

Soon after I arrived, we drove to the mall and decided to walk around. And for 
what other reason than late 90 's teen angst and apathy. We split at the technicolor 
nucleus, each of us sputtering off in a different direction; black-eyed kids haunting the 
consumer corridors. By sheer grace, we all ran back into each other near the entrance. For 
some reason, I could not get my legs to work properly, and found it most difficult to 
climb down a flight of stairs. But we eventually made it back to the car. We stopped in 
the hood to smoke a joint, in front of Roger's house. Seated there on the terra-cotta brick 
wall, I could feel the masonry melting in my hands, like putty. We finished the joint, and 
then formed a consensus to drive back to my house, for the party. 

Upon arrival, I could hear juvenile banter echoing from the backyard. Apparently 
some guests arrived before I had. We walked in the front door to find Dad and step-mom, 
waiting in the living-room. "Happy Birthday, Mike!" they exclaimed, holding out 
presents for me to open. "Looks like some of your buddies already made it over before 
you did", Dad remarked. More birthday-relative questioning ensued as I attempted to 
shield my dime sized-pupils from inquiring minds. After that, a Black Sabbath and 
Skinny Puppy album were opened, along with a White Zombie t-shirt. Step-mom was 
already soused, and handed me a bottle of champagne to take out back: "Don't tell your 
father", she whispered loudly. I headed out back with the party I arrived with, to find a 
party already in progress. Super bowl 94 champagne and Red-Dog beer were cooling on 
the steps of the pool- there was booze everywhere, and I didn't even like to drink! Some 
friends came over and insisted I chug some of the champagne- it was awful. I waddled 
over to Loaf, who was lurched in the shadows with a loaded pipe and a few compadres. 
"Happy Birthday", he handed me two more red-gel-tabs, and I promptly ate them. 

Within an hour, the tabs I ate earlier, and the ones I had just ingested got right on 
top of me. Everything around me became mechanical, and synchronous, yet cold and 
redundant. Everyone else was laughing, drinking, smoking, falling in the pool, but I was 
removed. I had always been that way, I always felt like something was missing, but I 
didn't know what. Even at my own birthday party, I couldn't just let go, and have 'fun'. 
Heavy existential rain clattered on the roof of my skull, so I ran for cover into the laundry 
room. I was greeted verbally by the washer and dryer, who pronounced themselves as 
magicians, with tricks to display. Each one attempted to rival the other with miniature 
light shows and psychic fireworks. Bedazzled for an hour or so, A female voice came 
calling from outside the corridor. "Hey Warden, you okay?" It was Marilyn, a 



sweet-faced girl in a stoner-chick body. I was extremely attracted to her, and wanted to 
ask her out, but didn't have the guts. I was afraid of being disappointed when revealed 
that she needed the kind of guy who would get into mild domestic disputes and 
situational drama. I could not provide that for her, ever. A damaged yet, beautiful flower, 
floundered by the wind, better left untouched. She led me out of the magicians' cave, and 
back into the social construct, how poignant. The party maxed out with intoxicated 
teenagers herding out between 8 and 10pm. A small group of us remained, all with heads 
full of acid, and not fit for journey. We sat outside observing the deconstruction of a 
perceived reality. I could see a figure through the arcadia window: it was Dad. I could see 
the reflection in his lenses of moving images from the computer screen. I went inside to 
seek subconscious approval. He was watching a live stream of missiles being shot into 
Iraq. "This won't end easily-this is just the beginning", he said fixed on the poor-quality 
feed. And, he was right, it was just the beginning of a long and treacherous oil-for-blood 
campaign, and Bush 2 wasn't even in the White House yet. I stood next to my father, 
eyes too fixed on the screen. I thought about the implications of war, how from the newly 
acquired perspective of a loosely-held collective species, war seemed illogical and 
poisonous; just another stain on existence. After a few minutes of topical political 
rhetoric, I returned to the company of my friends now planted in the living room. As the 
sun rose, the acid dissolved, as did the conversation, and we parted ways for the day. My 
fascination with LSD was initiated. 
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'Growth & Patience ' by M. Warden (oil pastel on 11x13 canvas panel) 




'Regardless ' by M. Warden (oil pastel and acrylic on 11x17 canvas panel) 



Attending a magnet high-school in Metro-Phoenix had its perks in the way of 
obtaining illegal substances. The gel-tab LSD that was around was particularly weak, so 
you could take one or two and have a fairly light trip. This was especially agreeable for 
me, as I could not smoke pot at the time, and was on probation for possession. I could not 
afford to fail another urine test, and didn't much care for alcohol, so weak acid was, 
indeed, perfect. I used the majority of my weekly allowance to purchase about a 5 to ten 
strip each week. I would take it at school, home, even at mandatory drug class (a 
condition of my probation). One Friday, when at Loafs obtaining my weekly strip, he 
gave me some blotter instead. I had never had blotter and did not know what to expect. I 



chewed up several, and formed a paper-made everlasting gobstopper for the walk home. 
When I arrived home, Dad and Step-Mom were already firmly sedated from shitty weed 
and shittier wine. Their absence would ensure a pleasant evening for a young man. 
Luckily for me, there was a horror marathon on one of the cable channels including 
Child's Play, Hellraiser, and Halloween. The blotter was stronger than I expected and my 
attention had been diverted away from the screen and up to a giant swirling vortex 
planted in the ceiling above me. The vortex gave birth to long tendrils which came 
crashing down on me. The rest of the night is a blank. 

As the weeks went on the acid got stronger, as did the tension in the house. Dad 
and Step-mom had an explosive relationship, which was resulting in more and more 
caustic encounters, to the point where even the cops were tired of coming over and 
dealing with their marital shit. As much as a teenager can distance himself from such a 
web of bullshit, he cannot help getting caught up from time to time. While I was at 
school, Dad and Step-Mom had thrust themselves into another series of arguments, which 
ended on focusing some blame on me. They raided my room in search of pot. Instead of 
pot they found a six-pack of purple passion wine coolers Loaf had stashed in my room 
from a wild Christmas party. I knew and I thought they knew I didn't drink, but they 
postulated that I had secretly become a raging alcoholic, and decided to inform my 
probation officer. 

Meanwhile, I was getting out of school and headed over to Loafs with Roger. We 
were going to take some acid and hang out his place for the weekend. Roger's Dad was 
an alcoholic, but more of the passive type, contrary to Bruiser's Dad, so we hoped things 
would go smoothly. And I had cleared it with my parents and assumed all was well, but it 
was not. We made it over to Loafs place, and headed straight into the garage. Loaf was 
choking on the acrylic sectional 9 footer loaded with some Mexican Brown, and 
motioned for us to sit down. He coughed immensely, as one would from the Mexican 
Brown, and from a 9 footer at that! He continued coughing while motioning with hand 
gestures to Nick DooDa. Nick was skinny high metabolism tweeker. It was an 
unfortunate fact that meth was already claiming many of my peers, even at such a young 
age. For it was not but a year ago where I witnessed my longtime classmate Shawn G. 
scratch a bloody hole in his cheek searching endlessly for an invading insect. Shawn was 
heavily \into the stuff at that time, who knows what happened to the poor guy. Nick was 
in it pretty deep too. You could tell by the way those sleepless eyes bulged hypnotically 
from his amphibious frame. He responded to Loafs gesture's and reached in a wooden 
box and pulled out a baggy with some strips of acid. He handed out 2 to both Roger and 
I. When Loaf was done coughing, he insisted that Roger and I ingest some of the leftover 
San Pedro. After futilely attempting to refuse Loafs proposals, we ate the slimy green 
cactus along with the 2 tabs of acid. Not too long after we were on our way over to 
Bruiser's place to hang out for a bit before heading to Roger's. We sat around a hazy 
cloud of smoke in Bruiser's room. Everything was fine, then either the acid or the San 
Pedro, or both, began to kick. Everything in the room began to move fluidly, and even 
light up in odd ways. 

In the midst of the blaring of conversation and Pink Floyd- the phone rang. 



Bruiser answered stoically: "Hello". Bruiser looked off and then over to me, while 
handing me the receiver. "Hello?" I said. "Mike, come home, now!" my Dad exclaimed 
with authority. "Dad, what's wrong?" I replied. I could hear my Step-mom screaming in 
the backgrounds, issuing my father verbal commands like a general in combat to a comm. 
officer. "I'm gonna come pick you up, where are you?! Where is Mike's place?!" I knew 
the last thing that bruiser needed was to have my angry Dad pissing over this delicate 
situation, so I concocted a story about Bruiser needing to leave, and to find me along 39 th 
avenue. Finally he agreed, and Roger and I departed swiftly. As we left Bruiser's, I felt 
the synergy of psychedelia I had eaten begin to evolve in its stages. The paranoia of 
whatever my parents were so pissed about seemed to only fuel this onslaught of psychic 
current. The sidewalk began to curve like a cartoon, as did most of the Earth around me. 
The sky became flooded with fernlike jeweled extensions, interlocking seamlessly, 
perfectly. We came to the intersection at Dunlap, and decided to cross. This was a 
particularly poor decision, as Dunlap was always a rather busy street, and mind-altered 
souls dare not fool with death. As we crossed I saw buzzing beams of light pas through 
and around Roger and I; I can only assume these were cars, perhaps. Once we made it 
across, we continued on for a bit toward Roger's place until I saw that familiar white 
pickup truck pulling up on the side of the road near us. My Dad stared straight out in 
front of him, with his cigarette in hand. He took a long drag as I got in, and motioned 
goodbye to Roger. He paused, "You fucked up Mike. You know you're on probation and 
you really fucked up." I didn't have a clue what he was talking about; my paranoia was 
only mounting, causing my perception to melt into strange territory. "What did I do?!" I 
exclaimed, with a rush of teenage tears slowly building at the basin. "We found damn 
bottles you were hiding under your bed, I mean what the fuck were you thinking?!" I 
recalled instantly, the Purple Passion bottles stashed there from the Christmas party 
several months back, 'shit, I should've ditched those things, I don't even like alcohol' 
And my dad especially hated alcohol as his mother; my Grandmother was a severe 
alcoholic, for most of his life. 



The sad irony was is that the woman he was now married to was as well, but that 
was swept under a thick rug of denial for survival purposes. I love my Dad, but he and 
my Mom got a raw deal, I think. I'm sure the thought of his son succumbing to the fruits 
of the drunken God, Bacchus was enough to set him aflame. "I'm sorry, Dad, it wasn't 
mine". Such a generic and thin line he would never believe, true as it may be. 
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'When Worlds Collide ' by M. Warden (colored pencil on acrylic pad) 

The rest of the way home was spent in silence and panic, topped with mutual 
frustration. Upon entering the house, I found Step-mom waving her arms and reiterating 
the same statements to me. Then out of nowhere: "We're taking you in-patient to St. 
Luke's; we don't want you to end up in prison!" I was starting to trip pretty hard just a 
slew of thoughts entered my mind. Thoughts like how ironic and hypocritical for them to 
pull this shit-stunt, both of them were on and off pain meds, coke, meth, heroin, 
etc. . .much like most of my peers' parents. We were ALL the grazing cattle in the 
suburban fields, the ones just below the poverty horizon. We ate the grass soaked in guilt. 
We choked it down, and farted in each other's slow wake. 

I maintained a steady flow of tears and shielded my head like I was more upset 
than I was, in order to shield my dilated eyes. The last thing they needed to know was 
about a certain teenager's usage of psychedelics. We piled into Step-mom's car and 
headed off to St. Lukes. I was starting to trip even more, as my patience thinned. Once 
we arrived, we they went up to the front counter to attempt to check me in. I heard some 
commotion about how they couldn't commit me if I didn't seem unstable or a threat to 
myself or others. But they could still make me face a counselor in order to determine if 
that is so. Other than oddly trying to shield my eyes, I appeared fine to the objective 
observer. We were led upstairs into a waiting room. After a few minutes of wall dripping 
and waiting, we were led into another room, with rather exotic floral wallpaper. This 
strange wallpaper of flowery vines ascending up the walls seemed to be the first thing to 
catch my eye upon entrance into the room. The counselor started off with typical 
questioning. Being the weird kid in an especially conservative state, you get used to 
seeing school counselors, and I found this one to be no different, just routine. So I could 
go into auto pilot as things began to peak. I held my head in my hands on and off, to hide 
those black holes in my eye sockets. I looked around me, Dad, step-mom and counselor 
had morphed into grimacing aliens. And that wallpaper I fancied was starting to move, 
fluidly, organically. Every flower on every branch moving in subtle sync, toward the top 
of the ceiling, right above me, right above my head ! Then they fell gently, gingerly down 
on my head; inside of my head. "Are you experiencing any hallucinations right now, 



Michael?" the alien counselor inquired. 'Shit, perhaps they're on to me, maybe they saw 
my eyes. Maybe I did something, I mean Dad's done acid, maybe he can tell' My 
thoughts were racing. "No." I remarked, dramatically forcing my head into my hands. 
"I'm just a little upset." The rest of the questioning deserved nothing more than 
auto-pilot. We left, and they refused to admit me, I won- sort of. The ride home was 
somber, and when we got home, I received my grounding and went off to bed. They 
never found out my state of mind during these events. They just thought I was drunk. 
Though they did manage to make me 'out-patient' for St. Luke's, and all that meant was 
that my drug class was now at St. Luke's. Cool, cushy facilities. 

It was not too soon after that my Dad and Step-Moms arguing hit the wall, just as 
my grades were hitting the shitter. They decided to enroll me into a charter high school. I 
found this to be especially odd; being that Dad was always such an advocate for public 
education, and the credit it deserves. I attended the computer-based courses and wore the 
blue t- shirts, but my grades barely improved, nor did my parents' drama. Though I was 
getting out of drug class but that meant little when things were melting down at home. 
One day, Dad and I got into a fist fight. He bruised my shoulder; I knocked his glasses off 
his face. We were both arrested that day, it was my second. 




Hi 







'Group Therapy ' by M. Warden (acrylic on 8x10 acrylic paper) 



A few meltdowns later, the summer came. Dad and Step-Mom faced the decision 
of moving to Riverside, California. I refused- 1 had my friends, my teenagedom. I didn't 
know what was in Riverside, so I refused and I found myself moving back in with Mom. 
She retained the house from the divorce, so I got my old room back. School was out, and 
the Sun was beating down on this concrete-laden valley, this copper, sheet-metal art noir 
experiment. And for a pack of bored teenagers boiling under the sun came glowing 
jeweled presents from the distance. The acid-wave hit hard that summer, and my friends 
and I rode it until the end. Friday became 'Fry-day'. Though some things we were not 
prepared for. 



On a typical Fry-day, I would find myself over at the shanty, a back-house built 
into a small hill, in the middle of Slope ghetto. This shanty was a space pod, it had to 



have been. One night, I met up with Lang and Vest at the shanty for a typical Fry-day. 
Lang lived with his Mom and grandma in the front house, and Lang maintained and 
utilized the shanty to his own devices, as they stayed out of our affairs. It was previously 
occupied as a practice space for ska/reggae band 'Solely Duncan', so it made for an 
excellent place to get high and play loud music. Lang was average height, glasses and 
short frizzy hair. He played left-handed guitar and had a great sense of humor. We are 
still good friends to this day. I met him through Vest. Vest was rather tall, dyed black 
hair, and wore boots all day every day. Vest lived down the street, and he and I were also 
fairly good friends. Vest had a beastly shadow, but on Fry-day's shadow usually 
subsided. Otherwise he was a funny guy with an interesting imagination. It was this first 
Fry-day that I believe we first took the mad-hatter acid. It started off like a typical trip, 
but then rocketed off into high intensity. When Astro Creep 2000 peaked on the stereo, 
we found ourselves writhing on the ground. All of the sudden, all three of us began lifting 
our bodies into the air, like a yogic position, but then more so, with only our heads 
balancing us on the ground! Arms out in the air, waving! Hearts and mouths buzzing, 
volcanic with flows of laughter! We were floating! Three teenagers with an atheist bent 
had lifted off into meta-space. When the sun came around, the shanty had landed back on 
Earth. It was really good stuff and/or we broke some barriers that night. Twas many o' 
nights under the desert moon, where gargantuan alien starfish landed on our teenage 
heads, and shot down gifts of light beams, decorated in ethereal complexity. I'm not sure 
what we gained from the experiences, if anything. I know we were young, unconditioned, 
uninitiated for what it was we were truly delving into, which even throughout all of the 
atheist cobwebs, insisted there was something much bigger, and wilder at work. 

By summer's end, extremely behind in house payments, Mom lost the house. She 
was getting sick from something, and had not worked in some time. Things were a bit 
rough. I lived with her, getting evicted from one apartment after another, as she got sicker 
and sicker from a yet undiagnosed illness. Doctors thought it was Lupus, and then they 
just threw their hands up. But she still couldn't work. Later she would discover she was a 
Celiac, allergic to wheat, now having destroyed her intestinal tract eventually leading to 
Crohn's Disease. We moved in with family, and friends, even friends of mine, until we 
ended up at a shelter home. It was sort of an apartment, for women and their kids. I lived 
with her in one room with two dogs and 2 cats out in the ghettos of south Phoenix. In 
between going to school, I found work at a thrift store call center. I juggled work and 
school, riding all over town on my shitty mountain bike. One day, I came home and 
found my Mom crying. She told me how the people that ran the place wanted me out, that 
sixteen was too old. Within a few days I got a room with a co-worker and 
friend- of- a- friend named, Korn. His birth name too was Michael, but somehow he 
received or perpetuated that moniker. Korn had a partial live-in girlfriend with beady 
eyes, buck teeth, and mean as hell. I paid 200 bucks a month to live in Korn's living 
room, and take up residency on his couch. On the first night, laying there on that couch, I 
thought 'Wow, this it. I'm sixteen, and I'm out on my own.' It was kind of scary, but then 
the haze of party-mode took over. Korn and I had mutual friends that were party animals, 
back at Cortez, so we partied, a lot, well into the early spring. It was that spring when 
during a night of ecstasy and booze, where I met Leah. She was a red-head, pretty girl, a 
bit nerdier than I. We went to school together, but never really crossed paths, until then. 



We engaged in a fairly corrosive teenage relationship with frequent explosions. Our 
escapade ended a few drug-addled months later. My grades somewhat improved, but my 
attendance did the opposite. This also trickled into my job, so I found myself jobless. 
Luckily I found work soon after at Shlotskies Deli as kitchen worker. It sucked, but I got 
free sandwiches, and soda. It was cool for a while, right up until around when I was held 
at knife-point by a former employee. Soon after, I decided to jump into telemarketing or 
'market research'. These types of 'phone jobs were booming all over the valley, 
providing work to ex-cons, college kids, freaks, the elderly, and teenagers like me. 




7 versus Eye ' by M. Warden (ink on paper) 



Around mid 2001, me and some of the other shanty guys, including Vest, Lang, 
Bruiser, and a few others decided to start a band based on Bruiser's vision for a potential 
project called 'R.A.B.I.E.S. The line-up consisted of Vest and Bruiser on vocals, a 
rotation of drummers, a drum machine, B.J. on piano and organ, Lang on guitar, and 
myself playing a cheap Casio synthesizer. Soon after, I upgraded to a Roland XP-10 
synthesizer. We recorded several cassette demos, then disbanded a couple months later. 
By the following year I had moved in with Bruiser, his girlfriend at the time, and Dugan. 
Mike and I had even reconciled on re-vamping R.A.B.I.E.S. once again. It was pretty 
great at first. Bruiser was starting to go to the Art institute, I managed to get a Skinny 
Puppy tattoo for a pack of smokes, and Dugan, well, Dugan was Dugan. I utilized a 
walk- in closet in a room I shared with Dugan for my synthesizer and other work. I started 
teaching myself scales, basic chords, and arpeggios. I started writing songs I intended to 



use for R.A.B.I.E.S., Bruiser and I successfully constructed a dream-machine 
(alpha-wave generator) and used it to its fullest capacity. We were a pretty happy 
household until Dugan was taken hold by the meth monster. Meth is an especially 
dangerous drug for someone like Dugan, as his characteristic capacity reaches into some 
pretty wild territory. Right after we moved in to the apartment (which was coincidentally 
right above our friend, Stephen's apartment) Dugan started acting stranger than usual. We 
chocked it up to him being on or off his meds but, unfortunately much darker forces were 
at work. One day I came home from work and found some patches green grass sod on our 
front porch, and Dugan pouring water on them from a milk jug. When I inquired as to 
what he was doing, my disheveled friend told me he got them from a seafood restaurant 
that was closing down the street and was tired of living in the ghetto. Dugan had seemed 
to forget that grass would not take root through concrete, two stories up. At this point we 
knew something was wrong, but we weren't sure. When we confronted him as to how he 
was doing, he went into mild defensive mode. It was hard to have live, sleep and have 
band practice as Dugan got worse. Several weeks from the sod affair, as I was entering 
the apartment complex parking lot, I noticed a trail of what appeared to be grease leading 
a path in front of me- right in the direction I was headed. I became more pissed, panicked 
and perplexed as I saw the black streaks indicating struggle continue to lead all the way 
to my doorstep. When I walked in, I saw the black trail lead down the hallway and into 
mine and Dugan' s room. I came upon a shirtless, sun-baked and grease-covered Dugan, 
with a grease-covered rag furiously and futilely wiping an even more grease-covered 
metal structure. It looked to be about seven feet tall and made of sheet metal. I asked him 
what it was and he told me it was a grease trap he 'acquired' from the same seafood 
place. I asked him what he was going to do with it and he told me he was going to 
somehow obtain a grandfather clock, cut a hole for the clock face in the grease trap, and 
place the grandfather clock inside. It was to be his 'industrial grandfather clock'. Later 
on, Bruiser tried to confront Dugan about his antics, and Dugan took off. We changed the 
lock, but he broke a window, came in and stole a lot of Bruiser's money, which ended 
being Loafs money, for which Dugan received a pellet in the ass-cheek. We never saw 
or heard from Dugan again. We left the apartment, and Bruiser and I moved in with his 
Dad. I stayed there for awhile, in the spare room, until I moved in with my girlfriend at 
the time Lily, and two other friends of mine, Joey and Serena. Joey and Serena were 
gutter-punk to the bone. I learned living with them, meant living in squalor, and my dear 
Lily wasn't much for cleanliness either. She worked part-time as a shoe-shine at the mall. 
Joey worked at a burger joint, while Serena provided mental support by achieving 
high-scores on Tony Hawk Pro Skater. I was still working a phone job at the time. One 
night, while riding home from work, I thought about what I would come home to: a 
girlfriend I barely knew or really even liked being around . . . and two roommates that 
drove me insane! "At least I have my synthesizer' I thought. My one refuge, my XP-10, 
at least which would be there for me. I arrived home to a beyond messy apartment, and 
headed straight for my room. I got out my synth, and started playing. I dove deep into the 
soundscapes, freeing my mind from everyday troubles and endless bullshit. After about 
an hour of jamming, I felt hands on my shoulders, and lips on my neck- Lily was home. 
She wanted to talk about her day. She wanted to babble on endlessly about nothing, and 
maybe even toss in another pregnancy scare. Her words melted into the background as I 
stopped playing. I flashed to a young father pushing a stroller down the street, with a look 



of crushed hopes and dreams in his eyes. I saw fear on his brow from a child unready for 
the woes of the world. I saw years of a chaotic relationship mirroring his parents, our 
parents. He saw the keys fade away into broken-hearted redundancy spinning on broken 
records. Lily began massaging my shoulders, almost as if she knew, like a black widow 
carefully weaving an encasement around her victim. "Leave me alone", I said to her. 
"What's wrong?" she replied frantically. "I don't know, I just need to be alone." But I 
knew- everything was wrong. It was all leading down a path of shit. Clearly my 
hormones, my lower 'essences' must've led me into this mess. Within a few days, Lily 
packed up her shit and moved out. A couple months of gutter-punk ethics later, and so 
did 1. 1 stayed with my friend Tara on her couch, until I got a studio apartment of my 
own. It was tiny, and had a sliding glass arcadia door for a front door. But it was mine. 




'Smiling Pisca ' by M. Warden (oil pastel on 8x10 canvas panel) 




Digital media by M. Warden circa 2002 



My friend BJ helped me build a Frankenstein PC, which I loaded Acid Pro and a 
bunch of open-source music platforms onto. I started recording music under the moniker 
'Stalagmite', making CD-R demos for friends and their friends (no viable social 
networking back then). I remained working my phone job at this time. I met a lot of 
interesting characters at that place. One day, during my smoke-break, I was listening to 
my walkman, when a voice was uttered: "Hey, what are you listening to?" a tall pale guy 
with an interesting circuitry neck tattoo stared over at me. "Pigface." I replied. "My 
name's David" he said. "My name's Mike, but my friends call me Warden. We started 
talking about music, and then he asked if I had a pipe, so I joined him for a bowl in his 
car. A couple weeks later, David moved into an apartment nearby me. We smoked weed, 
and traded obscure music. We drove around to various thrift stores, collecting junk, 
listening to Big Black and Wire cassettes. David too was a musician, and played in a 
band called 'Ten Commandments The Movie'. A couple months passed and I moved in a 
house with BJ, and his friend Eric. A slew of shenanigans took place at said house. Eric 
was into film-making and had a decent video camera. When I wasn't working graveyards 
at the gas station down the street, we recorded a series of clay-mation short films, along 
with a short I directed called ' Sheet Man' starring David as 'Sheet Man' the covered man 
writhing in the mud of existence. I know of no reproduction of said films. At the time I 
had also started collaborating with Eric on an electronic dance project called 'Goat 
Princess' (traces of which may still be on the internet). 



The house was blossoming into another party house: strange avant-garde short 
film-making projects, pranks, and eventually backyard wrestling. I don't know how it 
happened, but it must've started between Vest and Eric, and before I knew it there were 



two dirty mattresses in our Phoenix-dust-covered backyard. Every weekend Vest, Eric 
and several others would adorn shitty costumes, and injure each other lavishly in front of 
the camera. Somehow, I was convinced to play the role of the announcer. One Summer 
Saturday, Vest and Eric decided to push it by throwing blood into the mix. In spite of 
Vest's convincing abilities, he was unable to get Eric to agree to using razors, so they 
went with fake blood packets. The following match was especially bloody, and was also 
the last. Apparently a neighbor went outside and saw two blood-covered goons jumping 
up on the air on the other side of his wall. He called his landlord, which was also our 
coke-crazed lizard-landlord, and after a couple weeks of trials of intimidation, we left the 
house. I lost contact with David for some time after that. Eric moved in with his 
girlfriend, BJ with his parents, and I moved in with my friend Smokey and his roommate. 

Smokey was a bit shorter than I, shaved head and baggy clothes. A month later, 
on Halloween, Lang, Smokey, and I moved into his Mom's old house. We re-kindled 
R.A.B.I.E.S. once more with Bruiser on vocals, David on guitar, Smokey on bass, and I 
on keys. One day, Smokey's friend, MC Atomic heard my Stalagmite recordings, and 
started rapping over them. He was part of a hip-hop duo with his brother, Victor called 
'Illumination'. Atomic, Smokey, Victor and I, along with other collaborators formed the 
avant-hip-hop project 'Dro-Sho'. One particular song entitled 'Abductee' with Atomic 
documented a young man's alien abduction coupled with the ingesting of psychedelics. I 
was really impressed with the lyrical output for that song, it sounds like it was based on 
true events, and who knows. 

Smokey helped find me a job as glassblowing warehouse, and I got a new 
sampler/drum-machine. Having already been working with Atomic and Victor, I soon 
became the primary producer for Illumination. I concocted the music for the song 
'Party's Over Here', and we hit the road on a mini tour through the state. Being a hip-hop 
producer was all very new to me, but I was learning to adjust. Smokey, myself and a 
character called SPD would frequently cruise a local strip mall which we referred to as 
'the boulevard'. A drunken SPD would flail his torso out the passenger- side and holler at 
everyone in sight. It was really stupid but really funny. We were teenagers, young adults 
roaming the halls in the city of the lost. Welcome to Phoenix, enjoy the plethora of 
strip-malls and liquor stores. A couple months later, I moved into my own apartment 
and Smokey left R.A.B.I.E.S. but kept working with Dro-Sho until its demise several 
months later. 

It was late 2003, from my new apartment the trio that was now R.A.B.I.E.S. 
started getting a solid set together. We had played our first show at 'New Boston's' but 
the three of us wanted to start practicing more to take R.A.B.I.E.S. to another level. This 
came easy as we all acquired glassblower positions at the company I worked for. The 
band was starting to take shape as an electronic-politico-punk trio as we were becoming 
fueled by the follies of the Bush presidency. 




R.A.B.I.E.S LIVE IN Bullhead City circa 2003 (from left to right: Bruiser, Lang, and M. Warden) 



We played a few local venues but got little recognition. Then we got a gig at a 
punk dive bar called 'Jugheads', where we played for a number people and of course, the 
bar owner, Sid. Lang and I wore sheep masks as we played, while Bruiser belted his 
political rhyming and musings while throwing out fake money, and sheep on pop-sickle 
sticks. As some kind of performance art regarding the media, Bruiser had created a fake 
stomach he wore during the set, along with a dress. During the end of our set, Bruiser cut 
open the mock stomach and pulled out a fake-blood covered baby doll and threw it into 
the crowd. Sid liked our performance so much- he booked us for every Friday for the 
next month. It was also around this time when I first became a vegetarian (and still am). 
We started playing a few new songs aimed at then president Bush, along with a couple 
songs dedicated to 'Texas Chainsaw Massacre'. Bruiser started singing via a sock-puppet 
character, thus creating a puppet show for our track 'Scared Sheepish'. For some reason, 
we played with a lot of rockabilly and psychobilly bands, which is where we acquired a 
second guitarist, Sausage Mahoney. Sausage played guitar for a psychobilly metal band 
as it were called 'Unmarked Grave' and had gone to high school with Bruiser and I. 
Eventually, Lang parted ways from the band and sausage became lead guitar, while I 
played rhythm back up guitar and keys. We had a number of great shows, and great times 
and Jugheads. Sid gave us free booze whenever we were there. He had to have been the 
nicest and coolest bar owner I've ever met. He was always smiling and in a great mood. 
It didn't matter how shitty other people thought you're band was, Sid would still let you 
play and give you a chance. 
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It was at Jugheads where Bruiser and I met Muc. Muc was very much into 
industrial sub-culture. He played for a metal band called 'Dissonant' and had the 
electronic-moniker of 'Pill Brigade'. The was one occasion where Muc invited me to play 
keyboards for his live set at Clockwork- Sadisco, and 'Clockwork Orange' themed event. 
He provided me the necessary stuff to incorporate the sequences into my software, and I 
agreed. During the set I ended getting boozed enough to adorn a red wig and school girl 
outfit with St. Patrick's Day clovers all over it. One day when Bruiser and I had gone to 
visit Muc at his house, I found myself in an awful heat spell, much like the ones I had as 
a kid. I ran to the bathroom and over to the toilet. Everything started turning that familiar 
purple and black, the buzzing. Then all of a sudden the center of my field of vision 
became a large stone gear, or a clock, with strange imagery and glyphs. I could feel it 
grinding, in my being, throughout existence. It churned and moaned for a few minutes, 
until Bruiser woke me up off the bathroom floor with a glass of water. I hadn't done 
psychedelics for some time, but that felt pretty weird. 

Meanwhile, I kept working with Illumination, taking my gear down to the 'studio' 
run by a fellow named Ray. He used a platform called Emagic, which would eventually 
become Logic to record the boys' vocals. Ray had a decent studio with vocal booth and 



all, where we cut a few tracks. But the greasy- wheels of the Arizona local hip-hop scene 
connected the boys with the 'Woods' and some of their crew, where we recorded some 
tracks at one of the Woods' home studios. The Woods ran a dual label which was rap and 
hip-hop on one side and juggalo on the other. It was a very interesting dynamic which 
made for more interesting encounters at the new studio. Several guys with painted faces, 
a few rappers and I, passing a blunt around is like dogs playing poker. Though for 
Illumination, it was better to stick with large groups, as the local hip-hop scene had 
proven to be a tough and shit-shady place to roam- as did the local punk or 
industrial/electronic scene as far as R.A.B.I.E.S. was concerned. Being on two opposite 
ends of the local music spectrum, I saw the flaws were no different on either or any side. 
It was the same kinds of intricate ass-kissing politics, snakes, and goons in an over hyped 
and half-empty room. But we kept at it, and there was always Jugheads. 




Digital media by M. Warden 




R.A.B.I.E.S. promo art circa 2004 



Spring of 2004 came, and R.A.B.I.E.S. started getting better crowds as our 
performances got tighter. One particular show we played brought a packed house, and an 
overall great night. In fact, after Sid closed down the bar, he kept it open for us as we 
drank until the morning hours. The next day around late morning, I received a phone call 
from Sausage, informing that Sid had passed away from a heart attack just a few hours 
prior, after exercising at the gym. I couldn't believe it, we were just hanging out with the 
guy but a few hours back, and now he was gone. We attended the funeral and goodbye 
show, as did many others. Apparently Sid reached a lot of musicians and artists in the 



valley- a duty fit for sainthood in this desert. Truly, the comet that burns half as long 
burns twice as bright. 

Sausage and I began recording and performing for our electronic-country project 
'10-Gallon Monolith' (see internet for music). We mostly did cover songs with the likes 
of Waylon Jennings, The Misfits, and Hank Williams. R.A.B.I.E.S. played a few more 
shows, one in Bullhead City in 127 degree heat, some at Jugheads, but with Sausage now 
focused on his other band and Bruiser and I having creative conflict, R.A.B.I.E.S. 
ceased to be. It was around this same time that I parted ways from Illumination, or rather, 
the hip-hop producer role altogether. Going from club to club playing shows, recording in 
the studio was fun, at first. But watching some of the very inner core of the local hip-hop 
scene's inner workings combined with drama, and every goober with an ego and a 
moniker gorging you for 'free beats' drove me the fuck out. I loved Illumination, but 
everything else was off to hell in a hand-basket, down the damn memory-hole. At the 
same time I found entrance to a local laptop battle. I lost, but received nice sentiments 
from crowd and judges alike. 



Dream: (Standing on a circuit-like one dimensional plane, under a 
three-dimensional crystalline dome, I could see the plane crumbling in the distance, 
closer, and closer it came. Off in the near distance I could see a young man. He looked 
like me but was not me. Though he was in the same predicament: standing on this plane 
as it crumbled. An alien-like woman manifested in front of us like the avatar of a 
goddess. She explained that we must leave this place as soon as possible before it is 
erased from existence. And plane continued to crack drawing closer and closer. . .) 




Nekomatic cover art by M. Warden circa 2006 




' Reflection ' by M. Warden (oil on 14x20 canvas panel) 




Lost painting by M. Warden 

I soon got another apartment with Lang. In the absence of R.A.B.I.E.S. and 
beat-making, I found time to start up a new solo -electronic-project called 'Nekomatic' 
(see internet for music). Working full-time as a glassblower was starting to takes its toll 
on my body, and the redundancy of the routine was starting to make me severely 
depressed. My weekends were soaked in alcohol, bathed in loneliness, seething with 
mentholated rub, all with a soundtrack composed by yours truly. I don't mean to pour on 
the sour-sap, but shit gets rough for any poor soul caught in this valley. Lang was leaving 
the world of glass for audio engineering school. Having now worked for the company for 
five years I thought it might be good to make a change as well; maybe I could get a 
second chance or something. I decided to follow my roommates same path and apply for 
the same school. After all, the monotony of such a tiresome job, which is no doubt used 
for beautiful art as well, had served to make me mad. But even having passed the 
entrance test and being accepted, I still felt some looming dread in the distance. Was it 
anxiety for making a huge life decision? Not sure, but one night a couple weeks later, I 
found myself in almost a state of paralysis as I was falling asleep. Strange electronic 
music started playing from no apparent source, louder, and louder! The blackness of my 
closed eyelids was replaced by a colorful checkerboard, moving and shifting. I felt the 
buzzing, like I was having a seizure. Strange alien tongues began emerging from the 
sonic background, creatures talking, chanting. I was sober as fuck, I had not even smoked 
weed in quite some time in anticipation of a possible drug test for jobs. Alien figures 
morphed and melted in my field of vision. It was beyond strange, I couldn't move, yet 
everything was moving. The alien textures must have eventually lulled me off into the 
arms of sleep, and I awoke with no side-effects, strange. I was so 
school/left-brain-oriented at the time that I tried to shrug it off and some kind of stress 
induced delusion, but my opinion shifts on that. 

The tail end of another blistering summer reared on through. The rate of the 



homeless dying of heat-stroke rose in the state steadily that year. Lang moved out of the 
apartment and my Mom moved in. She managed to get stable again, working full-time in 
the infants ward at the local hospital, even with her debilitating condition, so we shared 
the apartment. 



It was early fall of 2007; I had just left my job as a glassblower, and was getting 
ready to go into school. One day I decided to hit up Zia, the local record shop in North 
Phoenix, when I ran across an old friend. It was David, he worked there. I told him about 
what I had been up to, and he told me how he was married and three kids now, and still 
playing music while running a now defunct net label called 'Dirt Town'. We made plans 
to meet up, and started recording music together. I would drive to East Glendale and 
enter into a private neighborhood, jammed with condos, into one such condo, up the 
stairs and into a bedroom/music-studio. A few pipe tokes later, in a black-light 
graffiti-ridden bathroom, we recorded broken guitars, old Casios, layered with soft 
synths, and glitch drones and produced a series of recordings initially titled Melted 
Cassettes Vs. Nekomatic: Now That's What I Call Music Vol. 1, and later became Melted 
Cassettes Presents: Now That's What I Call Music Vol. 1. We recorded the songs 
'Electric-Neon Jesus Mobile', and 'Fantasy Garden ' a song inspired by some precarious 
incense we found at the local liquor store. 




Nekomatic design by M. Warden 



Soon after, I found myself at Zia for 1st Annual Record Store Day, where David 
and Stacey of 'The Lost & Found Sound' and 'Haunted Tapes' were going to perform 
as Melted Cassettes. Apparently some of Stacey's gear had encountered a meltdown, and 
decided he was unable to play. Luckily I just happened to have my laptop, and a MIDI 
controller, so I went 'onstage' with David. What resulted could only be described as 
'noise' but it was still pretty awesome. By the set's end, a group of small children were 
seated on the ground in front of us, clapping. I don't know why, but that felt pretty 
inspiring. It was fun, but then classes started, and I had little to no time for music. 

I learned a lot at school, or tried to at least. I took a strong lead in the MIDI 
courses and enjoyed rigging 'experiments' with a couple classmates. I worked my ass off 
and held a 4.0 GPA for the duration. Near the end of school, David asked me to play keys 
for Melted Cassettes again for a show booked at the 'Tribe House' in downtown Phoenix, 
so I agreed. Our classmate Kenny also came to the show to run sound for our set, as it 
was his fancy. David had also called out his comrade Manzarita-Matt of Artiznoise to 
play bass, but Matt had decided to opt out. The rest of the lineup included local bands 
'Bolt!' 'Janis Joplin Crap n' Vomit' 'Domm' and several touring acts of which escape 
my memory, apologies. The power shut off more than several times during our set, the 
mixer started smoking- poor Kenny. The songs were more cohesive, we had more of a set 
together, but Tinnitus was seeking revenge that night. I suspect the 'noise label' might've 
initially stuck on the face of Melted Cassettes that night. By the time I graduated from 
school, I had little prospects for going to California for internships, and found myself a 
fairly well-known studio in downtown Mesa. It also happened to be dominated by some 
of the very same rappers I used to deal with in my hip-hop days- shit- storm. It sucked; I 
made 3 AM food runs, and cleaned the fucking toilets twenty times a day for delicate 
cunts. But my escape, my outlet was met through working on music again. 

I had become a full-time member of Melted Cassettes. It was out in that East 
Glendale condo bedroom, where it all began. It was in a series of smokey recording 
sessions that we recorded songs like 'Chrome Violence', 'Plastic Bubble Biter', 
' Werewolf Woman ' and 'New Age Demon '. All of which would be the very heart of the 
now released 'Real Sounds from Hell Recordings '. We found ourselves unrestricted by 
the choking of genre, free to roam in whatever terrain we travel. We compiled our first 
album for net label 'Love Torture Records' entitled 'Alien Nation EP' with mild success. 
At the same time we starting to play more shows, some house shows. One of such shows 
took place on Halloween of 2008 at the Manor house. The line-up was David on vocals, 
tape loops, and guitar, and myself on keys, samplers and percussion. 

One day after exiting the smoke-filled-graffiti-ridden bathroom and ready to 
record, David brought up the idea of working on another project, something different, in 
addition to Melted Cassettes- something more in the vein of dance music, where we 
could play dance parties. I was not on board at first. But after some thought we sat down 
and recorded the song 'Typical Neon Android' and named our new project 'Ghouliez'. 




Melted Cassettes live at Dirt House circa 2009 



While serving long nights and days at the studio, I thought about the progress 
Ghouliez had made in writing several new songs and thought about what these goons 
here were trying to pull. As my internship drew to a close, I found myself focusing 
heavily on music again. Melted Cassettes was doing well, garnering much attention on 
myspace and other places. Ghouliez was doing well too. We had just written the song 
'Blackest Sky ' which seemed to receive enough attention to get us onto several local 
dance nights, some of the same David said we could work towards and now here we 
were. We used mostly hardware: My laptop with soft synths slaved to a host platform 
sending MIDI clock via interface to an MC-303, MicroKorg and Kaos Pad. Both projects 
were growing well, and I was quite pleased with that. 



One night, I found myself visiting my friend D-Lo's. We drank scotch for several 
hours with our friend, Digi. As the hour hand landed near 10, D-Lo offered up some 
small-withered black mushrooms. I had taken 'magic mushrooms' several times before 
with little to no effect, but these ones sitting on the countertop before me looked unlike 
any I had ever seen. I tried to explain to D-Lo how I think I reached my 'peak' with the 
acid and was probably done with psychedelics, but he managed to convince me, and I 
took a handful and ate them. We hung out in the kitchen for a bit longer, until sometime 
about twenty or thirty minutes later, I excused myself to the restroom- the mushrooms 
were coming up. I puked the contents creating a miniature field of preserved black 
mushrooms, suspended in a sea of scotch. It had been a long time since ingesting acid, 



which is what this was starting to feel like, but stronger, way stronger. My ego began to 
collapse in on itself, 'Who am I? What am I?' The dying ego sent panic signals to the rest 
of my body: You're dying! I yelled for Digi to come in as I lay 'dying' upon my 
porcelain altar. Digi stumbled in drunken from the scotch, he did not ingest any. I 
explained to him in so many words that I was dying and I needed him to be there to 
witness it. Shorty thereafter, I found myself falling into that purple, black, checkered, 
buzzing-ridden space, my panic went into overload. Then suddenly, my field of vision 
erupted that massive spinning clock, spinning gear- thing I had seen before, but clearer 
this time. The glyphs were finely etched. It churned like stone as it rotated, grinding rock, 
against rock, vibrating throughout time. In the center was a strange face, with a tongue- 1 
had seen this before! I came to about a minute or so later as Digi, helped me up and onto 
the living room floor. I remember little more than visions of strange alien worlds. One in 
particular was a large brass-metallic-like honeycombed nest of some sort, with odd little 
metallic brass orbs that would dock fluidly in flocks, in and out of the nest, bee-like 
synchronized swimmers. The veil was getting thinner, something was gesturing with 
gentle jokes, patient yet wild. 

2008 was turning out to be an interesting year. By the fall, Melted Cassettes was 
playing regularly at house shows and venues around the valley. We didn't have a 
compliment of equipment, especially in the way of stands. One particular show that fall at 
the Trunkspace, we played with locals 'Soft Shoulder' and one of David and I's favorite 
'Aids Wolf I was using a keystand with rigged to a trapper keeper to support my 
laptop. Some point during the middle of the set, my laptop went flying in to the crowd, 
trapper-keeper and all, hitting the ground like a projectile. It wouldn't turn on for several 
minutes, then my divine intervention, it came back on, with all my programs intact. 

Ghouliez had its debut performance at the Manor, and had started working on a 
DJ set to compliment our live performance. Remixing was never my thing, but I picked 
up a knack for it, especially when it was Arab on Radar, or a Beautiful Lotus. I started to 
develop a fancy for the 8 bit chip synthesis, and began infusing many of my sequencing 
experiments into most of the music for Ghouliez. Like hip-hop, the dance scene, never 
was, and never will be my thing, but nevertheless, there I was. And I think that's because 
we had fun with it, remixing abrasive stuff we liked, into danceable music. The shows 
kept coming, one after another, for both projects. We were playing every other week in 
some capacity. Ghouliez was booked to play some giant warehouse party for New Years 
Eve. We use all of our own gear for both live and DJ sets, and were instructed to set up 
on the DJ table. Some of the event 'attendees' assisted by unplugging all of the 
previously connected DJ gear and moving it out of our way. I asked him about how other 
people after us would fare with that, but they assured David and I that it was fine. We 
played our set, starting right at midnight, and played for a packed place. After we played, 
sure enough the following DJ came up cursing and complaining about the equipment 
being moved- it was. The minor successes we endured, enhanced with a lubrication of 
cheap Canadian whiskeys, got me through a brutal Winter melon-collie (S.A.D.) that 
year. 




Ghouliez live circa 2009 




Melted Cassettes live at the Modified Arts circa 2009 



By the early spring of 2009, we were playing, practicing, and writing constantly. 
But it was becoming difficult to be involved in things when we lived so far away from 
everything. So David decided to take over a house in Tempe lived in by a fellow named 
Teague. We moved his family in, and started back up on finishing our Melted Cassettes 
album 'The Real Sounds from Hell Recordings '. We made a small tape run, 20 or so of an 
early version of the new album, hand painted and such. We also started our 'Jazzmasters ' 
series, having recorded 'Jazzmasters Voir and 'The Lost Jazzmasters Sessions'. We put 
out a lot of handmade limited album releases on CD and cassette, primarily at shows, and 
had fun doing so. Even with the music we just had fun, and followed our imaginations. 




Ghouliez live at Cheap Thrills circa 2009 



Melted Cassettes was booked for a Sadisco event that March, it ended up being 
one of our bigger shows, with over a hundred or so people in the crowd. Plus it was nice 
seeing Melted Cassettes in big print for several weeks outside the place while riding the 
light-rail. We also played a show that month at the Modified Arts with Church of the 
Snake and Halloween Swim Team. Some people liked to call us noise, probably based on 
shitty sound set-ups at past shows. We put a great deal of work into composition, and 
structure. Back at the Glendale studio, we began a track based on the fan noise in the 
bathroom, which created a strange cyclical rhythm, and thus became the backbone for the 
song 'Select is Optional'. We were booked for 'industrial' shows, ' electro nic/IDM' 
shows, 'DIY house' shows- we allowed the valley to make an attempt at pigeon-hole'ing 
Melted Cassettes, and chuckled as critics failed. Our only vision was what unfolded in 
front of our eyes. And at this point it was causing us to start wearing camouflage on 
stage. 



I would like to start off at this point by saying, David and I have many friends in 
the valley music scene, and that there are plenty of good aspects woven into the whole 
valley music scene by some very talented, dedicated and hard-working individuals and I 
have had many good times over the years. I also think that there is room for it to bloom 
into a new phase of flourishing creativity, but we, like so many other musicians and 
artists here were learning the difficulties and obstacles presented for folks like us on such 
a conservative-bent asphalt island in the desert. The reptiles running the show, the scaly 
bastards up in the hills had no desire for artists to flourish. Like I said though, still good 



things going on in pods around the great valley- but that's just it pods- some pods with 
specific and sometimes rigid trends as far as what to wear, where to go, who to talk you, 
what to listen to, what to eat, the coolest way to wipe one's ass, and that rarely coalesce 
to enjoy live music for fear of diverting from their own pod. Pods firmly nestled in 
pockets of cliques and elite micro-cliques spun round like cogs in the music-scene 
machine. Retro-robotic clowns with programmed personalities, vacuuming all the energy 
out of a room. Suck. Vac. Suck. Weasels pronounced as promoters, fishing money from 
performers. It is what it is. The one most frightening thing I've seen is this whole need 
to grasp at what's already been done, and re-do it to death. And the way too many cover 
bands, and post-punk throw backs and other over-imitators- they and the 
closing/re-opening furniture liquidation shit-places can probably take a fucking hike back 
to whatever decade or realm they wish to belong to. I grew up in this place, right 
downtown where we played, frequently, and I wanted to see change on a level that might 
not be possible, at least yet. But these pockets are not just guilty parties; they too 
developed from something else. Their origin lies in the hundreds if not- would-be 
show-goers and potential local musicians, scattered so far apart from each other all over 
the valley, raised in stucco boxes. They could be hanging around the local strip-malls and 
shopping centers, biking through alleys, into mountains, and by canals and often miles 
away from places where live music exists. As many times my friends and I were too 
guilty of this. 



But the main thing that bugs me, with no finger pointed is that some of the most 
talented folks often shadowed as wallflowers- people I've known, and many more I've 
never met; brethren blooming, squeezing out of the cracks in a blistering hot sidewalk. . .a 
bittersweet irony I've grown rather tired of observing at close hand. Endurance was 
becoming a factor. But we knew even if we should stick it out longer, we should at least 
tour and see what happens. 




Melted Cassettes live circa 2009 




It was early May, I was over at Smokey's new house, and I had taken some 
MDMA with him and several others. It got later and later until it was just he and 
I, and in the midst of conversation, he somehow convinced my 
phenothalamine-ridden ass to take several grams of mushrooms. They looked like 
ones I had taken before that provided a light trip, unlike the black ones I danced 
with. In the midst of conversation, maybe an hour later, I started to feel like my 
mind was processing some strange information- the MDMA was becoming little 
more than a light flavor in the midst of the mushroom. I had uttered something 
like "I'm getting a severe download here, bro", as I went and crashed upon the 
living room couch. Sweating, eyes open and closed, strange symbols hung in the 
air, bright, gyrating with multicolor configurations of light, imbedded within. I 
started to feel as if time and space were some kind of tangible 4 dimensional 
shape, but actually alive, and that certain species, especially mycological colonies 
had adapted to preserve access to an intergalactic library, storing nearly the whole 
of existence. I was led into the core of it by several guides via a holonomic access 
chamber and asked 'What do you want?". I was no doubt in experienced for the 
intensity of this 'trip'. A six-pointed star kept appearing in my vision, brightly 
light and morphing. I began to feel the weight of responsibility that each artist 
has, like something was scrutinizing the sense of purpose for every artistic 
endeavor I have ever made, and how they affect each person differently. It was 
like a question was being raised 'Does your creation reflect the whole of 
existence? Does it give credence to the mighty will of nature, of the collective 
interests of humanity?', 'You were given a gift- how do you use it?' The symbols 
and code eventually melted into abstract and strange alien worlds, just like before. 
Strange creatures, ships, blueprints (for some kind of cannon) flashed in and out 
of my mind. One creature faded into view, he/it was kneeling down from a 
side-profile looking into something that looked like one of the first cameras on a 



hill in some exotic alien desert. He was wearing all camouflage and had a strange 
mask, with tubes and tendrils coming off of him. It was hauntingly beautiful. I 
must have lost track with Smokey as he probably worked on a painting for a bit, 
and stumbled off to bed. I writhed and wriggled on the couch for hours as I 
crawled through lower layers of dark and shadowy nature, eventually dissolving 
into higher levels of oneness and interconnection, like death and resurrection. The 
things I witnessed that night seemed to form a consensus: 'Study, prepare and set 
intentions ye unguided and undisciplined child'. Finally, I would start listening. 




Sculptured incense holders by M. Warden 




'Because it's Just a Ride ' by M. Warden (oil pastel on 8x10 canvas panel) 



July of 2009 and it was yet another strip mall parking lot that David and I 
found ourselves in. This time the two members of Melted Cassettes were packing 
the red Accura with groceries and headed west, accompanied by Howler of 
course. Howler was about forty years old, with a mane that would make men 
freeze and women shiver. He loved Triumph, and many other 80's metal and 
ballad bands. Howler was to serve as our roadie for this little tour. Disgruntled 
local birdies tweeted in our ears about how its rough for bands to tour into 
California, but we ignored such sad sacks of skeletons. We finished our makeshift 
sandwiches and hit the road. 

The drive from North Phoenix in to western portions of California takes 
about six to eight hours. It feels like ten with no air conditioning. It was no matter 
though, as the Pacific air would slowly, gradually breeze us with its currents. We 
made our way into Los Angeles, and were led into a small parking lot by our 
friend Scott of then 'Halloween Swim Team'. He and Dustin of H.S.T. were kind 
of to let us stay at their comfy abode The 'Vermont House'. We assimilated some 
killer tokage from Echo Park and hung out until it what time to go to our first 
California show. 

Dustin and Scott were kind enough to accompany us to this gig in Van 
Nuys. The venue was a small sport-bar type place. With an 'outside stage' (area in 
corner outside) and an 'inside stage' (area in corner inside). There were ten bands 
playing, and someone forgot to put us on the flyer- it was going to be one of those 
kinds of shows. We went on maybe fifth or sixth, inside, as instructed by the 
promoter. Right next to us on the left, were a couple younger looking chaps 
setting up a drum-set and some pedals. I assumed they were going on after us, but 
they told us they were supposed to play right now. David insisted they were 
misinformed and incorrect. They begrudgingly took their equipment and lugged it 
all to the other side of the room. We seemed to quickly lose track of their affairs 
as we needed to get everything set up. We started playing and half way through 
the first song, we had a crowd. It was going well indeed, right up until we were 
going to start our third song, and I hear the clanging of a hi-hat, 1,2,3, and 
suddenly we sloppily soaked by teenage acne garage rock sludge. Those two 
smug, pretentious little bastards had found it necessary to interrupt our set and 
start twiddle-diddling a bass and banging on a kids drum set. I looked over at 
David in the wake of this ordeal, and he seemed to give off the same feeling I was 
having. We cranked up the amps, the mixer, everything to full volume. They 
returned with teenage fire. Their crowd was vastly different than ours as theirs 
looked like cast members of some teen drama series. I found myself stripping 
down to my boxers, while trying to create some feedback. David took off his 
shoes and threw them vigorously, one hitting the drummer right in the head. A 
shouting match ensued, and everyone collided into a crowd. Security guys soon 
came to break up the whole thing. Having done little but try to separate everyone, 
some of the angry teens came in at us like zombies. David wielded his guitar at 
them like a sword, until a large-framed security guy came and restrained him. 
Howler did little during this time but appear as a statue in the midst of chaos. 




Ghouliez live circa 2009 



Things eventually calmed and to the advice of Dustin and Scott, we decided to 
leave; David and I trusted their input, being in a 'foreign territory'. After packing 
up the gear, we insisted that the promoter pay us anyway, and finally, he did and 
we left Van Nuys. 

It was in between shows, walking around the streets of LA, and 
Hollywood, that we discovered Howler's innate way of providing a unique type 
of soundtrack to anything we could be doing. When we were walking down some 
steps to go to the beach, he gently serenaded with some rock ballad about walking 
some metaphorical stairs. Driving, walking, or in mid conversation with several 
people, Howler would break out in song to heartfelt jams of yesteryear. It was a 
talent fit for a superhero. 



We played the last couple shows, and headed back to Arizona. But along 
the way, we had to drop of David in San Diego for a family gathering of some 
sort, making for an especially long night. When I awoke the next morning, I could 



feel gusts of hot wind as the Sun beat down unforgiving- 1 knew we were near or 
back in Arizona. To my left in the driver seat, was a sun-baked Howler, clothed in 
only a pair of pink-swim trunks. Like a neon pink fire, burning brightly, and quite 
contrasting, to a swift-passing subtle and soft desert landscape. He was quietly 
singing along to 'Gold Dust Woman ' playing through a storm of static on the 
radio. I offered to take the wheel, but he insisted on driving, thereby fixating him 
on getting home quicker to his old lady and their cats. Classic rock rhythms would 
lull me back to sleep. It was a fun first tour, and I knew we would be back. 



Around this time we had self-released a split album with Cheezface, and I 
got my old job back as a glassblower. We played a few more local shows toward 
the end of the summer, and returned to Los Angeles in August for a show at The 
Smell (where we managed to shut off the power during our set). As the fall 
approached, so did a plethora of shows for both projects. Around this time, I also 
developed a fancy for working with open-source sound-module creation program 
'Pure Data ' creating a number of odd virtual devices used for a number of songs 
and live performances. October 2, First Friday, Melted Cassettes played The 
Infinity gallery outdoor stage to a street-full of people. Then we played down in 
Bisbee, Arizona on October 30th with Ghouliez. On Halloween, Ghouliez played 
Fauxshow's 'FangBangers'- where we were beginning to see an odd prophecy 
take form. It was almost a year prior, where a rich fellow named Kyle was 
explaining one late, drunken night that a sub genre of electronic music called 
'dubstep' was going to get really big. I wasn't (and still am not) impressed with 
what I heard. The formula for such a 'genre' was so constraining it made the end 
result equivalent to a sport, not music at all. I took for granted what he said, right 
up until this point, I wouldn't have believed it. David and I watched as many of 
the DJs we had played with, along with fellow electronic musicians struggled to 
somehow incorporate this dubstep crud into their music and laughed. 




Ghouliez live circa 2009 




Melted Cassettes live at the Dressing Room circa 2010 



Mid-November, Melted Cassettes was booked to play a show at the 
Hangart in Tucson. We had recently incorporated some camouflage costumes 
with outfitting for our set. No doubt, this was directly correlated with a certain 
vision of a creature. Before our set, David and I stopped by a local thrift store and 
purchased an off brand tape-recorder, and handheld dynamic microphone. Prior to 
our set, we set up the microphone at the other end of the fenced area (we played 
outside for some reason of which I cannot recall). The mic must have been in a 
sweet spot and picked up our set in a rather unique way, and the tape player 
certainly didn't hurt, so I mastered it and we released it as 'Melted Cassettes: 
Live- At the Thunderdome' as a limited run tape. It was later released by notable 
net-label Sirona Records as 'Live Record' available as a free mp3 download. 



Modern Sleeze Records released a self-titled limited run tape for Melted Cassettes 
as part of their 'Dead Format Explosion'. We came out to play the roster of bands 
for the release party at the Five Star Bar in downtown Los Angeles on November 
27 th 2009, and followed up the year with several more local performances. 

In January, Melted Cassettes had a CD release party for an earlier version 
of 'The Real Sounds from Hell Recordings' . It took place at the Trunkspace with 
fellow bands Boar, and Swim Ignorant Fire. Early spring of 2010 continued with 
Ghouliez turning out the remixes while Melted Cassettes was heading off for 
some more shows in California. We started off in San Diego. We must have gone 
through ten checkpoints along the way. We arrived several hours early to our 
show, and sat in the parking lot eating burritos. It was just David and I this time 
around, no roadies. We played at the Soda bar, along with a few psych-rock 
bands. I recall hearing the usual 'pre-set whispers' like "Yeah, they're a noise 
band" or "I've heard they're really loud, I'm going to go outside." And as we 
coalesced greater with our music and performance, those same whisperers come 
up to congratulate post-set. Two particular nuggets of truth that come to mind are: 
'Much lies beneath the surface' and 'Your friends are probably wrong'. We were 
not your typical indie/two-man/electronic/industrial or whateverthefuck group, 
and I loved seeing the looks in people's eyes when they found that out- a 
glistening at the moment when the surface breaks and the rabbit hole is revealed. 

The costumes were beginning to resemble the character I witnessed 
months back, sometimes during our set, I felt as if I or we had become them. 
There was no escaping the fact that the experience had shifted my awareness 
somehow. It was then and forever after that I felt the weight of influence held by 
an artist, and consciously and subconsciously this was starting to affect different 
aspects of the audio and visual performance. After San Diego, we headed up to 
Los Angeles to play the Five Star bar and Synchronicity, and we met up with 
Scott of H.S.T. to crash and hang out with him for the duration. Our performance 
at the Five Star Bar was cancelled due to some strange money discrepancies 
between owner and promoter. However, the show the night after at Synchronicity 
went rather well as I recall. 

We headed up to Oakland for a show the next evening for a house show 
we booked for last minute. When we arrived we made some wrong turns, and 
garnered some mean-mugs from random crowds of folks. Finally making it in, we 
found ourselves at one of those 'ultimate party houses'. There had to be more than 
a hundred or so people there at any given time throughout the night. It was set up 
so that while one band played upstairs, the other would be setting up, and then 
start when the other is finished, and so on. We played in a downstairs room 
belonging to Jonathan of Summer Blondes. With only a couple of some our now 
frequent PA shortages, the rest of the show was pretty good. It was definitely a 
party to the max or a 'rager' as many had referred to it as. It was pretty loud so I 
wasn't shocked when the cops finally arrived. However, I was shocked to watch 
them leave with but only a warning. 




Melted Cassettes live at Pehrspace circa 2010 



After a long night of drinking, smoking and shenanigans, we were put up 
by Jonathan and his housemates in their attic along with the five or so other bands 
that played that night. That was very nice of them considering the rest of the 
remaining partygoers had to wade their way through a sea of 'rage' to find a place 
to rest or fall. And waking up the next morning and heading downstairs I 
discovered the sea of 'rage' was composed of pools of vomit, spilled liquor, and 
still-crashed bodies strewn about, some in said pools. We left for Santa Rosa that 
afternoon. It was a rather pleasant drive; we had acquired some LA kush, as well 
as the new Clipd Beaks album, along with some hills, vegetation, and otherwise 
foreign-to-us scenery. Our show was initially scheduled at some tea bar in 
Sebastopol, for which we warned by several AZ folks that felt they would kick us 
the fuck out. Shortly before we arrived, the show was moved to a house show 
occupied by the fellas from A Pack of Wolves. We arrived to play in their living 
room along with Orca Team, Teenage Sweater, and A Pack of Wolves. The show 
went extremely well, and we had a great time in general for a finale of our 
mini-tour. David and I went to crash at Mario from Teenage Sweater's place that 
night, following a liquor-laden-after party at a local Santa Rosa watering hole. 



However, some drunken escapades, led to people in other places, and we ended 
up crashing for a couple hours in the car prior to leaving to go back to the valley. 

When we returned, Melted Cassettes played with one of our favorite 
bands, the White Mice at the Tribe House. That month we also played, a show at 
the Trunkspace with a most interesting 2-piece band called 'Abiku', a show at the 
Underground with All Leather and a show at the Dressing Room with our friends, 
Halloween Swim Team, Bolt, Geiger Retort, and Cutthroat Freak show, a local 
freak- show duo in late April. 

Upon the arrival of that summer of 2010, things hit a wall. Ghouliez was 
becoming tiresome for both David I. The dance scene was proving to be a near 
empty shallow pool in which we could no longer swim. We spent a weekend 
recording Ghouliez final album, the 'Holoform EP\ These songs were taking a 
much different direction than previous Ghouliez songs. We had incorporated 
more of our mutual influences of various sci-fi fanfare, and I was certainly most 
pleased with the end result. Melted Cassettes went into a minor recession. 
Something was missing. I had felt it for years now, feeling like I could never fully 
integrate into the community in which I was born, like a square peg in a round 
hole. The veil was about to lift. 

Summers in the Valley of the Sun have an multiplexing of endurance 
factors. The basic physiological ones, dehydration, heat stroke, sun burns, etc. can 
aid in some interesting transformational events if one resides within it long 
enough. I was still working full-time as a glassblower, and hanging out at 
Smokey's quite a bit. Several friends and I had taken acid on several occasions, 
which led to rekindling the flames of my old fascination. During one trip, I wrote 
a short story entitled 'The Deltal 6/27 Helix Sector 23 Trip Log ofCapt. Enrick 
Sigour '. There was something beginning to percolate within me, and with some of 
my friends to some degree. 

It was shortly after, where I went camping with some friends near the 
South Rim in Northern Arizona. Round 10pm, we had taken some mushrooms, 
some of us ate more, a few less, and a couple none at all for good measure (or 
acting as 'temporal agents'). We were in throes of the mushroom, feeling its 
signature modality of presence, when we all suddenly became fixated upon a 
strange blue light appearing through the trees. The hypnotic blue light appeared to 
move strangely, so a few of us decided to walk up the dirt road near the campsite 
to see what it might be. We had a 'temporal' agent with us for good measure as 
we all seemed to form a consensus that something was happening there. As we 
walked down the dirt road I was walking several feet behind Smokey with other 
three behind me several feet. Smokey started to walk faster, almost in a 
surrealistic fashion, further down the road. Then, it almost appeared as if the light 
was pulling as he was not moving at all. I turned my head to consult the others 
when there was Smokey, standing right next to me. 




'Portrait of Eros in Etheria ' by M. Warden (oil pastel and acrylic on 11 x 17 canvas panel) 



As we continued further the light would seem to advance on us, then 
retreat, almost like a game. We were all starting to get a little spooked, but 
nevertheless continued onward. The almost playful blue-light continued its 
advance until, there it was, reflecting from an unknown source, appearing more 
than several feet in diameter, shimmering bright blue and white light. Suddenly 
tiny limbs appeared and seemed to almost dance. Then, from the center emerged 
four entities, in four directions, made of light, tossing concentric light rings 
around the circumference of the thing. They all had almond shaped eyes like 
a. . .we all turned and ran back to the campsite. Everybody saw something 
different, as all of my friends provided different and similar descriptions of what 
we encountered, but we all saw something. 



Shortly after arriving back at the campsite, all of the ladies among us felt 
compelled to go back and check out the light a second time. They told me they 
didn't see it as closely, and that they all felt like it wanted them to come closer 
and had a special interest in human females. They too, retreated minutes later. 
When they ran back into the campsite, and explained what had happened, the sky 
thundered violently and began to pour sheets of rain down upon us. We had the 
shittiest tarp ever, but it provided menial shelter for the duration of the downpour. 
I was starting to peak or something like that as the trees began to form strange 
fractal totems, amongst a slightly jeweled sky. It continued to rain mildly 
throughout the night, and well into early morning. As we were leaving it was 
agreed that it was one of the strangest experience any of us had encountered. 
After arriving back in the valley, I discovered that we had camped quite near the 
'Travis Walton abduction incident'. When I told my Dad, he said that when he 
was camping near there with his father, they too saw strange blue lights off in the 
distance. 

Mid summer, my dreams started getting pretty strange, even for me. There was a 
holographic being in front of me making gestures with its appendages, as 
indecipherable code streamed downward, furiously in my left peripheral. Things 
were getting strange in other ways too. One day over at Smokey's I was in his 
backyard, dead sober to boot, smoking a cigarette. He lived on the slope of North 
Mountain, so I had a good vantage point over the horizon from the patio, 
especially then right at dusk. In the distance, maybe a quarter-mile away, I saw a 
bright orange dot dancing around. I thought it might have been a reflection off of 
something but it appeared alone, and moving quite erratically. It was too small 
and wild to be a plane or something like that. Not thinking to record it somehow, I 
watched it dance for several minutes until it blipped out of existence. It was 
undeniably weird. I was starting to experience a number of synchronicities as 
well. I suppose I had always encountered them but a much less-frequent basis. It 
could be something as small as small as talking to someone, and hearing a song 
come on describing exactly what we're discussing, or entire days where one 
theme would be encountered from different people, places, and media. I used to 
be more of an atheist, and it still lurked in my mind to rationalize it as coincidence 
and purely unrelated, but failed. And as I did so, it's almost as something was 
pushing back, tapping me on the shoulder every time I wanted to over-scrutinize 
these events. I suppose the message I was getting was 'let go, but pay attention.' 

VI IT 





'Pine Fortress ' by M. Warden (acrylic on 16x20 stretched canvas 




'Out in the Billows' by M. Warden (oil on canvas, private collection) 



These things were that were happening were all too real and strange. I had 
studied about Tim Leary, Aldus Huxley, and others when I was about 16, shortly 
after my first few trips, and so I continued digging down the rabbit hole, mostly 
with podcasts, as I worked a lot. I was getting back into Terence McKenna, and 
finding some things he talked about that I could relate toward with my recent 
experiences. I have disagreed with some of his theories though, but I was finding 
more references in his spoken and written work to a cohesion or common ground 
contained within the psychedelic experience as encountered by myself and so 
many other people. 

I came to a point where I needed a break from Melted Cassettes, as to 
where it or I was going. Having come to an agreement, David and I decided to 
commit Ghouliez to the grave. As a finale we released our album 'Bits n Blood' 
via numerous net labels. David began to focus on his new 
instrumental/experimental solo-project 'Fake Snake' and I started work on my 
solo project Anima L which was more of a tribal rhythm-electronic vibe. 

Toward the end of summer, I had a series of synchronicities that led me to 
hearing about in some ways, and then finally trying DMT. Shortly after the affair, 
I wrote the following narrative entitled 'The Exotic Nature of First Contact': 



Wilson entered the room adorned in a thin veil of nervous sweat. Despite 



all of his efforts, and routine meditation practices, he still found himself drifting 
into anxious space over the present occasion. Wilson was your non-typical, 
paradoxically average twenty- something year old guy. He was a struggling 
musician like many, played in several bands, and had a fairly elastic and 
permissive perspective on reality, though he still struggled with anxiety issues 
over trivial matters. Wilson had prior experience with the day's events, similar 
enough, he thought, as well as a good understanding of esoteric and Gnostic 
practices and conceptual models, but still- really fucking nervous. In the middle of 
the room, he eyed Darrel and Catherine, busy fixing some heavy-cloth window 
drapery over the window. Darrel was a good friend of Wilson's for a number of 
years and Catherine was Darrel's wife. Unlike many of Wilson's friends' 
girlfriends/wives, he actually got along well with Catherine, regarding her as a 
friend. Catherine was fairly quiet, and took to fringe concepts as did her 
associates. Darrel was the sort of guy that could carry on a practical joke for a 
while, but still do so in friendly jest. Darrel was a struggling artist too. Acrylic 
paints, and graphite were his weapons of choice, and he was a skilled assasin. 
"We're vampires, you know." remarked Darrel in a sarcastic demeanor. Wilson 
laughed, lightly, still nervous. This nervousness had most certainly increased 
upon entering Darrel's room, knowing, or more precisely not knowing, what the 
three of them would embark upon. 

"I feel really terrified and really excited." proclaimed Wilson. "Don't 
worry." replied Darrel, still assembling the room in a preferred fashion. Wilson 
sat down on the couch and took a few gulps of water from a bottle on the floor 
next to him. Darrel and Catherine began to prepare the device for use, which 
seemed to further perturb Wilson's anxiety. Wilson glanced over at the thing as it 
was being properly assembled. It was a sports-drink bottle with some kind of a 
clear tube fixture. Wilson made a light groaning sound. "Now your starting to 
make me feel nervous", said Catherine. "Me too", followed Darrel. "I thought 
you'd done this before", said Wilson. "I have", replied Darrel, carefully wrapping 
electrical tape around a joint on the device "But still.... just chill out, you're gonna 
be fine." 

Wilson walked over to the computer and took a few more gulps of water, 
naively thinking that it would somehow make a difference. "Alright, it's finished, 
whenever you're ready" stated Darrel looking over at Wilson choosing his 'song of 
choice' at Darrel's computer. Being a musician, and having extended prior 
knowledge of the days events, Wilson had prepared a song to listen to while 
undertaking the journey. The song had been carefully constructed to emit certain 
frequencies at certain times, for certain potentially 'alchemical' reasons. But 
Wilson had nearly forgotten that he had worked so tediously on the thing and 
chose another song instead. "Okay", said Wilson as he slowly walked over to the 
bed, and took a seat. 'Damn, I did agree to go first', Wilson thought to himself, 
recalling a prior verbal agreement he had made with his associates. 

"Just let me know when you're ready, Wilson" said Darrel, with two 



lighters and device in hand. Wilson seemed to freeze in thought, for him what felt 
like an eternity, but was in actuality, somewhere less than a minute. He looked 
down at the contraption in Darrel's hand, and thought It's now or never'. 
"Alright, I'm ready." Darrel then lit the lighters and and began gently moving the 
flames over the elbowed attachment. In doing so, released and distributed the 
aroma of the stuff throughout the room. On the surface, it smelled like a kind of 
burning plastic, mixed with wood perhaps. Then the aroma seemed to bring about 
a weird feeling- like deja vu, or some familiar sense that Wilson had smelled it 
before, perhaps in childhood, yet deeply embedded as having some greater 
meaning, it was strange for Wilson to think of a smell in such a way. 

"Okay, start pulling." said Darrel. Wilson took a deep breath, then fixed 
his lips around the mouthpiece and began to breathe in as Darrel finished his 
delicate lighting procedure. "Alright, take it all in." said Darrel. Wilson breathed 
in the cloud and held it for a moment. Not realizing that Wilson had been filled to 
capacity, Darrel stated "There's still some more in there". Wilson, not taking his 
actions into account, blew out the larger cloud he had for the small remainder held 
in the device. "No, no." exclaimed Darrel, as Wilson blew the cloud of vapor into 
the room. 

Still committed, and assuming Wilson did it well enough to take the 
maiden flight, Darrel set the contraption on the floor and sat on the couch, 
opposite to the bed. On cue, Catherine turned out the lamp and gingerly joined 
Darrel on the couch. Wilson lay back on the bed, eyes closed, unsure of what was 
about to ensue. Somewhat detached from the chosen background music, Wilson 
began to chant a yogic mantra to himself, one he used to work on his heart chakra. 
But soon enough, something very odd began to happen. He felt something moving 
up through his body, then stopped settling in his temple, whilst providing a very 
apparent twitching sensation, like a dying nerve. Wilson began to focus on the 
gray cloud-like thing that seemed to hang in the distance through shut eyelids. It 
felt as though it were a million miles away, and that's when he realized that his 
maiden flight attempt ran out of fuel, so to speak. 

Wilson opened his eyes and sat up on the bed. "What happened?" inquired 
Darrel, standing up to go turn on the lamp. "I don't know, I don't think I did it 
right. It felt like I got to the door, but then fell back into here. Just then, Wilson 
noticed that when he attempted to move his legs, he felt them move, but saw that 
they did not actually physically move. Wilson was awe-struck at the idea that he 
seemed to be moving inside his body, but not actually physically moving. An odd 
sensation indeed like crawling around and inside of yourself, a sensation that 
Wilson could not make sense of. Usually when Wilson can't make sense of 
something like this, his anxiety flourishes and overwhelms his psyche, but not this 
time. Instead, he felt a rush of euphoria come over him, like what he was feeling 
was perfectly fine, that there was absolutely nothing to be afraid of and that he 
needed to make a second attempt, go further in. 



"I think i screwed it up Darrel." Wilson said, now more confident in his 
verbal projection. "Will I get another go at it? I'm not afraid anymore Darrel, I 
won't mess it up." Darrel, now standing at the dresser next to the lamp began 
refilling the chamber of the device said "I don't know, maybe, it's Catherine's turn 
now. We'll see what happens." Wilson felt the light afterglow of his brief whiff of 
strangeness, and was now completely blissful, and yet he could not discern why. 
"Oh gosh." uttered Catherine, now feeling the pressure of being in the hot seat. 
Wilson and Catherine exchanged positions, and Darrel began to perform his 
lighting procedure on the device as Catherine took in the vapor. "Alright, get it 
all, Catherine." said Darrel, extinguishing his butane instruments. 

Catherine took in a deep breath and began to slowly lay back on the bed. 
"Is that all you can take?" asked Darrel. Catherine quickly nodded before seeming 
to 'depart'. "Wilson, there's still some in here, take it." Without hesitation, Wilson 
rose from his seat, fixed on the mouth nozzle, and took in the remainder of vapor 
in the device. There was that feeling again about the aroma. But this time, having 
tasted it seemed to evoke an even deeper emotional feeling now on his palette. 
"Try to lay back" said Darrel, getting up to once again shut off the lamp. Wilson 
took his advice and lay back on the couch. He held in the vapor even longer this 
time, he didn't want to botch the job again. 

Just as Wilson was starting to feel blue in the face, he exhaled the 
remaining vapor, slowly. Upon doing so, he felt a strange feeling all over his 
body, and closed his eyes. Before Wilson had the chance to make any initial 
assessments of his endeavor, his answer was received in a profound and terrifying 
way. Suddenly the black screen, that was the back of his eyelids gave birth to a 
huge, shimmering, blue, and silver luminescent cloud hanging over him. It had a 
rapidly color-changing checkerboard membrane or such, in its center, with strange 
tendrils all over the thing that seemed to move at an almost quantum rate, as they 
gestured fractal formations of exquisite delight. In fact, everything on this strange 
cloud-like thing appeared to be moving. In between the tendrils, Wilson could 
pick out complex, geometric formations, pulsating, throbbing with white, blueish 
and golden light and constantly moving in an also, eerily quantum fashion. The 
whole thing just somehow felt to him as being 'more real than real'. 

Wilson felt as if the tendrils were reaching out to him, tickling his soul, 
reassuring him, welcoming him. He felt a slew of emotions wash over him like a 
tidal wave. Wilson burst into wild hyena-like laughter, like he had caught a 
cosmic giggle, or the greatest joke ever told was taking its toll on his funny bone. 
Yet still, it was some much more complex. Wilson felt like he had a better 
awareness of his body, and then realized himself to be tearing up from laughter. 
He went to wipe the tears from his eyes, and in doing so, opening them, revealing 
an amazing sight: The cloud-thing was still there, hovering over him- eyes open! 
Wilson was completely astonished, the thing no longer hung in his mind's eye- it 
literally hung over him! He, put his hands back at his sides and continued to 
watch the thing above him dance wildly, beyond normal dimensional 



perspective, beyond belief. It almost seemed as if the growing fractal formations 
were expressing communicative gestures of a complex nature, as if they were 
'greeting' him. 

His thoughts turned to the song that he had originally wanted to hear, the 
one he had created specifically for this momentous occasion. Wilson thought to 
himself and to the cloud-thing, almost personifying it 7 wish I could've played you 
my song'. Then, rather unexpectedly, a voice enters Wilson's thoughts: 'Well then, 
why don't you?'. Wilson was shocked. There was an inner voice, speaking to him, 
but he knew it was not him, it was entirely external. Then it all became quite clear 
to Wilson, the cloud-thing is conscious, and its talking to him in what would he 
determined to be a telepathic manner! 

'I... I don't think I am capable right now. ..perhaps another time?' , Wilson 
responded internally. Without hesitation the thing replied: 'Another time. ' The 
amazing, seemingly conscious cloud-thing continued to dance, shimmer, glow, 
and perform for Wilson in an almost loving manner, and Wilson continued to 
burst into fits of laughter for a short, though to him, an indiscernible duration of 
time. "Hey Wil- you back yet?", said Darrel standing near the dresser again, 
already hard at work on the next one. 

Wilson began to sit up from the couch and looked around the room: 
everything was back to normal. He looked up at Darrel and laughed a bit, Darrel 
smiled widely back at him. "It was. ..wow. I... I don't even know where to start", 
said Wilson wide-eyed and a bit stunned. "How long was I?", "Only a few 
minutes.", replied Darrel. Catherine and Wilson took turns trying to elaborate on 
their strange experiences, Catherine spoke of what she thought was Godhead, 
along with what she thought were people. Darrel, now more elated to go for 
himself, sped up his productivity on preparing the device. Wilson handled the 
lamp, while Catherine got the device going for Darrel. Now positioned on the bed, 
Darrel took in the majority of the contents, and hand-gestured to Catherine to take 
the rest of it. 

Wilson, seated on the couch again, sat patiently, and quietly watched 
over his friends. He thought of how strange it was for him to undergo such an 
experience, in a seemingly 'crude' manner. He thought of how ironic it is that 
physicists, and quantum researchers were turning there attention to atom 
smashers, dark energy, and massive power sources, whilst overlooking the idea of 
smoking something from a homemade contraption to attain viable information on 
quantum realms and the secrets of the universe. He found this all to be quite 
hilarious, and indeed, it may have been intended to be that way. 

Within a few minutes of thought and observation, Wilson watched his two 
friends return safely, first Catherine, then Darrel. Wilson listened as they 
described there experiences. Catherine described an almost repeat encounter for 
her. Darrel described some similar features as to what Wilson had also seen: 



checkerboard membrane, tendrils, etc. The notion of shared experience filled the 
room with strange excitement. 

They continued to describe and compare for a few minutes. "There's still 
some left, we should do it again, you guys ready?", said Darrel standing up to 
once again go manage the device for usage. "No, we should save it.", replied 
Catherine. "Yeah, maybe you should save it for another occasion.", said Wilson. 
"Come on, you guys, lets just do it.", said a smiling Darrel. "Alright", they both 
responded disjointedly. "Looks like your next up to bat Wilson", said Darrel 
finishing the necessary preparations. "I am?", said Wilson. "Well, alright. But this 
time I'm gonna play my song, I said I would". Wilson got the song ready and took 
in a deep breath. 

Wilson once again sat on the bed before Darrel and the contraption. Darrel 
lit the thing, while Wilson filled the chamber. "Alright", said Darrel, as if making 
a cue. Wilson took a deep breath of the contents and managed to empty the thing. 
Darrel sat in astonishment over the shear volume Wilson had just taken, leaving 
no remainder to be distributed amongst them. Wilson, still holding his breath lay 
back on the bed as Catherine went to turn off the lamp. Wilson closed his eyes, 
and when once again almost blue in the face, let out the residual vapor for some 
air. 

Once again, even before Wilson had a chance to ponder, something began 
to take over. He felt a powerful buzzing all over, and gazed in awe as he seemed 
to float through a tunnel of vertical lines made of light, then found himself in an 
almost indefinable space, like he was orbiting some planet, but also in a bubble or 
something like that. The familiar checkerboard pattern began to form again, and 
instead of growing into a huge cloud, like before, it forged a close-knit series of 
pedals, yet still blue, silver, and gold, with fast moving geometric formations, and 
fractal dancing, but this time all compressed to look like some sort of 
multi-dimensional flower. In the midst of the hyper-space surrounding the flower 
thing, emerged what looked like a long chain-link tendril, or limb of some kind. It 
was made of luminescent links' that appeared separate, yet moved in perfect sync, 
like it was a single unit. 

The arm thing moved and swayed, and bent into different shapes, almost 
as if it too were trying to make a gesture of some kind. Wilson decided that he 
should make a non-verbal utterance in his new found surroundings: 7 made this 
song to play for you. ' 

'I made this for you', an external voice replied to Wilson's non-verbal 
question. Then Wilson felt as if he were engaged in a kind of advanced 
communication exchange construct. 'Hello', Wilson shot back. 'Hello!', the voice 
exuberantly replied. The arm seemed to move around for a bit more, then Wilson 
felt himself returning, returning to Darrel's room, returning to his body? 



"You okay?", asked Darrel, once again turning on the light. "You cleared 
that whole thing like a champ, how was it?". Wilson sat up, once again covered in 
sweat. "It was amazing." Darrel handled the last remainder of the stuff and loaded 
it into the contraption for himself and Catherine. Once again, Wilson sat on the 
couch and oversaw the welfare of his friends while they were in flight. He thought 
back on his strange encounters with even stranger entities. He realized that these 
experiences would change the way he saw reality forever, that things would never 
really be the same. Wilson let out another string of quiet laughter as he 
contemplated the exotic nature of first contact. And as for the substance of the 
technology associated with the 'device' one would have to 'do more testing' to find 
out the answer to that question. The End. 




'Amoebic Muse ' by M. Warden (oil pastel on 8x10 canvas panel) 




'How to Turn Lead into Gold ' by M. Warden (color pencil on paper) 



I think that pretty much summed up what happened. This experience had 
definitely planted some seeds in my psyche and in my own frame-work of reality 
itself with strong ideas that whole of humanity is intricately connected to every 
person like an organism within another larger one and so on, that humor is the key 
to almost anything, balancing between opposing forces like good and evil etc. is a 
highly mechanized dance of Os and Is coding or being coded with a given 
framework of existence as we see it. Whatever it was almost feeds on and back 
into your sense of creative-individuality- it likes flavor, style and diversity, 
essentially growth, perhaps the kind of growth that could be expressed using the 
golden spiral. I did and still do fail to reduce this to some internal projection, it 
was just too strange in a very powerful way. As a result, I became interested in 
neo-shamanism, I learned that higher levels of 'consciousness' might enjoy 
teasing and then eventually devouring atheists. They might like watching them 
bash on Christians until bringing them to their knees, causing them to eventually 
identify and empathize with church-going old ladies. I guess it's one aspect in the 
big 'game' of existence. 



Summer was turning to fall and I was re-energized to get Melted 
Cassettes on a different level, but in its own unique way. David and I returned to 
the stage at Infinity Gallery on October 10 th 2010, with Joel from Bolt on guitar. 
The event was called 'Grindwhore' and featured various 'metal- grinding' on 
costumes, etc., along with fire breathing creatures and miniature pyrotechnic 



displays. We played on a stage on top of a trailer protected by large plexi-glass 
panels- shielding us from the flying sparks. It was some kind of futuristic 
dystopian- nightmare- the whole thing was quite beautiful. 

We played a few more local shows toward the end of the year as Anima L 
released the ' Tryptamine Mix 1 ' for free download via our newly acquired 
'drtmediaprodictions.com' and soon after 'meltedcassettes.com'. On my birthday 
I had the opportunity to try DMT again and I took it. Much like in the same 
fashion detailed in my previous narrative, I experienced a series of strange visions 
over the duration of a few minutes. I recall strange silvery and illuminated alien 
text or code sewn to an invisible blanket, gently flapping in the blackness. There 
was a face that looked like the Buddha, emerging from golden and jeweled webs 
of circuitry, who had a long tendril protruding from his forehead go right in to 
mine, like he was performing a data-dump into my skull. 



A couple weeks later on New Year's Eve, I released the first full-length 
Anima L album 'The Last of the Great Mystery Schools' . It felt like the 
culmination of much of my recent experiences. Melted Cassettes was back in the 
studio, writing new stuff as well for an upcoming album, as well as booking 
another little tour through California. We have always meant tour other places to 
the east and such but, as somewhat detailed above, neither David nor I are rich 
men and we would want to do it right, with an extensive east-coast tour, but we'll 
see what happens in the future. . . 
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Anima L (Galaxy Cruzer) live at Melt in Flagstaff at the Orpheum Theatre 




Melted Cassettes live circa 2010 



Melted Cassettes' live performance was more and more taking on the 
complexities of my visionary experiences. We started off in Los Angeles January 
17 th 201 1 at Pehrspace in Los Angeles. The event was put on by Sean Carnage 
and we played alongside the Tleilaxu Music Machine, Shane Shane, ByoDeath, 
and Son Cats. We had a show booked in Oakland on the 20 th but failed to make it 
on time, thus ending up at a rest stop for the night. The following evening we 
played in Santa Rosa with Teenage Sweater, Blackwater Tentacles, Between 
Ships and Starskate at a storage sized office building space called Unity Music. 
The following day, we drove back to the desert, but on the way decided to stop 
and David's friend, Ryan's house in Modesto. He provided with a secret trucker's 
route that would improve our timing on the journey. The only things it did were 
provide us with a decent Mexican food place in Barstow, and add like seven hours 
to our journey. Like many times before, we would tune into the static in between 
stations and listen to the almost alien chatter harshly whispering through the pink 
noise. At about 4 am the following morning, I was awoken to David rhythmically 
and frantically yelling "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" We ran out of gas about an hour 
outside of town. Apparently we missed the last station and so we ended up 
walking a mile up the road to get gas in the gas-can. We were still about an hour 
or so outside of town and we were surrounded completely by desert, with 



exception to the gas station. As we walked back, I stared into the very- slightly 
moonlit desert vastness and thought about the native tribe that might have pass 
through or lived here years ago. In spite of my inability to connect to the various 
social dynamics in the valley, I have always deeply felt connected to the desert- 
her poisonous beauty, her enduring essence. 

After touring, David started focusing a bit more on Fake Snake and I on 
Anima L. However, we did publicly release the music video for Melted Cassettes 
song 'Shining Figures ' which was filmed in Papago Park. March First Friday of 
201 1, (myself) Anima L played at the Infinity Gallery with visuals by Quincy 
Ross. In April, Fake Snake released its new album 'Fatal Hum ' while I put out a 
cartoon for Anima L, with an interesting alien named Mort. It was called Anima 
L: Episode 1 . 

Soon after I attended a visionary arts gathering in Dallas and met Allyson 
and Alex Grey, which was a real honor for an artist like myself. In May Anima L 
contributed a song to a compilation as part of a benefit for rogue, pioneer and 
psychedelic-chemist Sasha Shulgin whilst receiving airplay of the song 'Tunnels 
on The Cannabis Podcast Network's 'Dopecast'. 

Another summer was rearing in as Fake Snake released '400' via net-label 
'Robo-Robotica' and Anima L played at the Orpheum Theatre in Flagstaff for 
MELT toward the end of June. Soon after, David and I took a 'workable amount' 
of mushrooms and created Melted Cassettes Presents: Jazzmasters Vol.2, as part 
of our ongoing tape-release series. Several weeks later, I released Anima L: 
'Mythos Vol.V which was more of a meditative companion. In August, I put 
together and released Anima L: 'a Divination for Modern Terrain ' via net-label 
Robo-Robotica. I getting back into my painting by this point, focusing my 
approach mainly on my visionary experiences. 

I have seen some strange weather in the valley over my almost thirty years 
of growing up and living here, wild monsoons, seemingly intelligent dust devils, 
and the occasional hail, but it wasn't until the past year or so, that a strange 
weather phenomenon known as a 'haboob' began plaguing the entire valley. It 
was essentially a huge wall of dust that I recall would come up from the south like 
a thundering titan of brown dust and other particulates. The haboob would work 
its way through the entire valley, filling the air with a thick brown cloud. I recall 
being stuck out in one on a couple occasions. It feels like you're off in some 
eastern desert- sandstorm or like fog but brown. The dirt will get into one's nasal 
passages, eyes or mouth if unprepared. 

By late summer through September, I found myself doing small stage 
murals in downtown Phoenix among other pieces with my pal, Spaceship Asiago. 
I was making my best effort to try and integrate my art into the community in a 
balanced way and it was going okay, for a while. 




Stage mural by M. Warden and Spaceship Asiago at Conspire Gallery in Phoenix 



Early October arrived and Mind Flare Media had released Melted 
Cassettes:' The Real Sounds from Hell Recordings' 1 Melted Cassettes played at the 
Trunkspace and another First Friday. We held a meagerly attended CD release 
party for the new album at art gallery 'Conspire' where Spaceship and I 
contributed to much of the stage mural at the time. By winter, Anima L had 
become 'Galaxy Cruzer' with new songs 'Eschaton Dreams' and a collaboration 
song between Galaxy Cruzer and Creepy Marbles called 'Starfish'. David too, 
had contributed to new Galaxy Cruzer songs 'Brujo ' and 'Bruja'. 



It was 1 1/1 1/201 1 when some friends and I decided to go camping. It was 
some of the same friends who were present for the previous camping venture, as 
we decided to camp right around where we had then. This time we had some acid, 
taking it around 8pm or so. We brought along a boom box which we replaced 
with fresh batteries and started playing music about an hour prior to ingesting. 



Two hours later and the acid is starting kick when all of a sudden the boom faded 
out like the batteries had died, and it did, indeed appear that they had. With but 
only the sounds of the forest in the air, we began to hear a faint distant drumming 
and chanting. We all formed a consensus when we heard the sounds, and how 
they swirled from point of origin erratically. Over the course of several hours, the 
rhythmic circus appeared to come closer and closer. At some point it all suddenly 
stopped, upon which I suddenly felt compelled to take out my portable Yamaha 
keyboard, and improvise a bit. When I was done, the sounds of the drumming and 
chanting, returned and continued on for several hours. Toward the end, when we 
were all peaking, I saw strange iridescent and complex-looking labyrinths 
appearing on the surface of most of my surroundings, like some kind of circuit or 
code. The next morning, as we were all coming down, I felt compelled to scribble 
down some of the things I had seen in my visions. It was soon after that I used 
these scribblings and the experience as such to re-ignite my joy for painting, and 
sense of purpose as an artist. The journal remained a constant for all of my 
followings trips. 

One of which, around fall was another encounter with DMT, where having 
set a certain intention, I found myself in a dome-like structure with a surface of 
morphing geometric 'things' doing 'stuff is as best I can say here. At the very 
center, at the top of the dome was a flower-like jeweled starfish with blinding, 
bright light beaming out from its core down upon me. I found myself using tones 
in voice to gently shift things at the top 'circuitry'. It was truly amazing. 
Something must have happened though, as suddenly everything began to go dim, 
like a power grid slowly dimming, I knew I was doing something wrong here. A 
strong message of sorts entered in my mind saying "Let Go, let gol" Immediately, 
I felt this building of energy, and exhaled deeply. As I did so, all of my muscles 
relaxed, and the entire projection lit up again, but brighter, as burning hot-white 
light spilled like cosmic milk from the center, illuminating the entire structure. 
The glowing, jeweled starfish had a familiar, female and strongly maternal 
presence, like Mother Earth herself was bathing me in light. Strange geometric 
'blobs' would float by gently, as the 'walls' continued to morph into 
kaleidoscopic patterns of sacred geometry, showing me some kind of code or 
language, perhaps. 







'Madre ' by M. Warden (oil on 14x20 canvas panel) 




'Crescendo ' by M. Warden acrylic on 8x10 canvas panel 



January of 2012 rolled around and Melted Cassettes was getting ready for 
another California stretch and had worked in some new songs to play like 'Body' 
a song about DMT and death. We had worked in some of my visions into our live 



stage set up or as it seemed to flow together best. Our pal Noah VonTroubStep, 
volunteered himself to fix up our stage costumes and make them ready for tour. 
We kicked off with a rooftop performance at downtown Phoenix's 'Bar Smith'. 
The following night we played in Van Nuys, CA with Tleilaxu Music Machine 
and O.S. D'Vil, which was our pal, Brian. The following afternoon, we played in 
Sacramento for 'Sacramento Audio Waffle' with some 'harsh noise' acts such as 
'Dog'. The following evening, we played a last minute house show in Oakland 
with Diesel Dudes. On the 18 th we played in Humboldt County for the 'Barn fest' 
with Creepy Marbles, Diesel Dudes and many other bands and performers. It was 
certainly a wild night, If not one of Melted Cassettes best shows ever. On the 20 th 
we performed in Fresno for a Pink Teeth DIY showcase. We came back down to 
Los Angeles on the 23 rd and played at the newly opened 'Beauty is Pain' with 
Dustin of H.S.T.'s new project 'Habits', and Paper Slang. The next day, we 
headed back to the valley. 

When we returned, we started back up in the recording process for the new 
Melted Cassettes album in mid-February. We had already intended for our new 
songs 'Entity' 'Time-Slipped' 'CME' and 'Body' to be part of the release, so we 
went to work with the whole thing one fair weekend. We started off by recording 
our other songs, plus we wrote 'sick' in a matter of hours, which lyrically focused 
on the health institution and the people under its grip while the music was based 
around a Solfeggio melody I came up with. We had just been working on a song 
called 'EschatorC and finished that as well, which too had some Solfeggio 
sequences as a back-bone to the song. 

Upon finishing those tracks, David started to experience strange symptoms 
of illness, and panic. He felt it necessary to take a walk so we did. He said he 
didn't know what was going on but he was generally scared. He was displaying 
symptoms that I had seen in folks who ingested psychedelics and had a shitty trip. 
As before years ago with friends fleeing into the night wide-eyed, wild and unfit 
for public composure, oddly begging to call their parents at 2AM to make sure 
everything is okay, I provided guidance and support, as I didn't want my friend 
falling off some kind of psychic-ledge. He seemed to be alright with continuing 
on with the recording the following day. We started back up early and pieced 
together a new song called 'untitled'' (or Enneagram) which had lyrics like 
"Sparky 's on my back, trying to break my balls... got me taking long walks down 
the end of the hall" and "A method is a method- each one is a trap" inspired by 
some words and concepts by the great Robert Anton Wilson. Not too long after 
we jammed out 'Caduceus Rising' and 'Hexiplex'. David was getting sicker 
though, and needed to go for walks or such throughout the entire process, but kept 
on going, nonetheless. The album was to now consist of these nine songs and be 
titled 'Nine ' (Enneagram). The album has a bit of a puzzle leading to a kind of a 
treat, pay attention to a commonality between all nine tracks, find a way to 
'isolate' your findings and having a tonoscope handy couldn't hurt either. 

In the midst of our success of completion David seemed to be getting 



sicker. We went to play a local radio show in Tempe called 'Erratic radio' where 
we were supposed to do an interview as well. Right before our set David started 
feel ill in his stomach, and wasn't sure if he could perform. We made it through a 
shortened set, followed by a brisk interview, and found ourselves having to 
depart. The album 'Nine'' has yet to have been officially released on CD or vinyl. 




Cover art design by M. Warden for Melted Cassettes 'Nine ' 



Soon after, I left to stay with Smokey, in the mountains of northern New 
Mexico for several months. While living in a house out in the vast wilderness, I 
recorded the Galaxy Cruzer album 'East Mountain EP\ Much of the percussion 
for these tracks consisted of samplings of pots, pans, scraped pinecones, bird 
noises, rocks and so forth. I found time to complete several paintings out there as 
well. Upon returning in late summer, 'East Mountain EP' was released via 
net-label Sirona Records. I must say that net-labels and indie labels have been a 
cornerstone to our developing and growing a larger audience, and I have to thank 



each one who has released something for us even as a free mp3 release- because 
it's good to put out some of your stuff for free, and if you make a decent album, 
folks will probably buy a hard-copy too. 

It was early September, when the monsoon made its 
late-to-the-party- arrival. David released the Fake Snake album 'Cursed on the 
Path to Enlightenment'' while I collaborated with Animus Invidious to create the 
'Animus Invidious & Galaxy Cruzer: Out in the Billows EP\ On October 25 , 
Melted Cassettes played its last Phoenix show at the Trunkspace along with Curse 
(Ex-Abiku), Kapala and Death House. 

Some or many folks might tell you that jack-shit happened on December 
21 st 2012, and for them, they might be right. But over the past several years, I've 
had too many things happen that point toward a weird type of 'initiation', if you 
will, leading to letting go of some things, as well as try to grow and move forward 
into the future, while living in the present moment. Too many things built up to 
that point in a way for it not to weigh in my mind, in spite of a lingering 
shadow-presence of a reductionist that says its hype, and self-fulfilling prophecy. 
And I would expect some to find the preceding events to be fanciful at best nad 
objectively, I could agree. But these things happened; I did not make this shit up. 
It truly has felt like an all-too-real sci-fi mini-series. And it might be safe to say 
that that starfish at the top of the dome likes a good story. But seriously, didn't 
make this shit up. 

Galaxy Cruzer will be releasing a new album shortly. As for the future of 
Melted Cassettes, well we've stuck it out this long- don't expect us to go quietly 
into the night. Be well friends. 




